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THE LAMMY, 


Wu hae ye been a' day, my boy Tammy ? 

Whar hae ye been a' day, my boy Tammy? 

I've been by burn and flowery brae, 

Meadow green, and mountain grey, 

Courting o' this young thing juſt come frac her 
Mammy. | | 5 


And whar gat ye that young thing, my boy Tam- 
my ? | 
I gat her down in yonder how, 
Smiling on a broomy know, 
Herding ae wee lamb and ewe for her poor Mam- 
my. 


What ſaid ye to the bonny bairn, my boy Tammy? 
I prais'd her een ſae lovely blue, 11 
Her dimpled cheek and cherry mou; | 
I pree'd it aft, as ye may trou—She ſaid, ſhe'd 


tell her Mammy. 
Vox. II. A 


2 SCOTS SONGS, 


I held her to my beating heart, my young my 
„ ſmiling Lammy ! 

© J hae a houſe, it coſt me dear, 15 

«& I've walth o' pleniſhan and gear; 

© Ye'ſe get it a? war't ten times mair, gin ye will 
* leave your Mammy.” 


The ſmile gade aff her bonny _ «© I manna 
leave my Mammy 

© She's gi'en me meat, ſhe's gi'en me claiſe, 

«© She's been my comfort a' my days. 20 

« My father's death brought mony waes I can- 
& na leave my Mammy. 


% We'll tak? her hame and mak? her fain, my 
ain kind hearted Lammy ! 

* We'll gre her meat, we'll gi'e her claiſe, 

We'll be her comfort a' her days ;”%— 

The wee thing gi'es her hand, and ſays, There, 
gang and aſk my Mammy.” 25 


Has ſhe been to kirk wi' thee, my boy Tammy? 

She has been to kirk wi' me, | 

And the tear was in her ee, | 

But, Oh: ſhe's but a young thing, juſt come frae 
her Mammy, 


SCOTS SONGS, 


PIER OF LEITH. 


Yorxs Philander woo'd me lang, 
But I was peeviſh and forbad him, 
I wadna tent his loving ſang, 
But now I wiſh, I wiſh I had him: 
Ilk morning when I view my glaſs, ' 
Then I perceive my beauty going; 
And when the wrinkles ſeize the face, 
Then we may bid adieu to wooing. 


My beauty, anes ſo much admir'd, 
I find it fading faſt, and flying; 
My cheeks, which coral-like appear'd, 
Grow pale, the broken blood decaying : 
Ah! we may ſee ourſelves to be, 
Like ſummer-fruit that is unſhaken ; Pr 
When ripe, they ſoon fall down and die, 15 $ 
And by corruption quickly taken, 
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Uſe then your time, ye virgins fair, 
Employ your day before tis an 3 
Fifteen is a ſeaſon rare, 
But five-and-twenty is the devil. 20 
Juſt when ripe, conſent unto't, 
Hug nae mair your lanely pillow ; 
Women are like other fruit, N 
They loſe their zeliſh when too mellow. 
A 2 
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If opportunity be loſt, 25 
You'll find it hard to be regained ; 

N Which now I may tell to my coſt, 

þ Tho? but myſell nane can be blamed : 

If If then your fortune you reſpect, 

1 Take the occaſion when it offers; 30 

it Nor a true lover's ſuit neglect, 


Left you be ſcoff'd for being ſcoffers. 


I I, by his fond expreſſions thought, 

1 That in his love he'd ne'er prove changing; 
IT But now, alas! 'tis turn'd to nought, 35 
And, paſt my hope, he's gane a ranging. 

[ Dear maidens, then, take my advice, 

| And let na coyneſs prove your ruin ; 

| For if ye be o'er fooliſh nice, | 

| Your ſuitors will give over wooing. 40 
| 


Then maidens auld you nam'd will be, 
And in that fretfu' rank be number'd, 
8 As lang as life; and when ye die, 
With leading apes be ever cumber'd : 
| A puniſhment, and hated brand, 45 
With which nane of us are contented ; 
Then be not wiſe behind the hand, 
That the miſtake may be prevented. 
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PATIE AND PEGGY, 


Pate, 


Br the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 

And rowing eye, which ſmiling; tells the truth, 
I gueſs, my laſſie, that as well as I, 

You're made for 8 and why ſhould ye deny ? 


Peggy. 

But ken ye, lad, gin we confeſs o'er ſoon, 5 
Ye think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done: 
The maiden that o'er quickly tines her power, 
Like untipe fruit will taſte but hard and ſowr. 


Patie. 


But when they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 
Their ſweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ye: 10 
Red-cheeked you completely ripe appear, 

And I have thol'd and woo'd a lang ha'f year. 


Peggy. 
Then dinna pu' me; gently thus I fa' 
Into my Paty's arms for good and a'; 
But ſtint, your wiſhes to this frank embrace, 15 
And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. 


Pate. 


O charming armsfu'! hence, ye cares, away, 
I'll kiſs my treaſure a' the live-lang day; 
A 3 
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A“ night I'll dream my kiſſes o'er again, 
Till that day come that ye'l} be a' my ain. 


CHORUS, 


Sun, gallop down the we/tlin ties, 
Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly riſe ; 
O laſh your ſteeds, poſt time away, 
And haſte about our bridal day: 
And ye're wearied, honeſt light, 25 
Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night, 


QUEEN OF THE MAY. 


Jenny. 
Oren winter has left us, the trees are in bloom, 
And cowſlips and vi'lets the meadows perfume ; 
While kids are diſporting, and birds fill the ſpray, 
I wait for my Jocky to hail the new May. 4 


Jocty. 
Among the young lilies, my Jenny, I've ſtray'd, 
Pinks, daiſies, and woodbines I bring to my maid; 
Here's thyme ſweetly ſmelling, and lavender gay, 
A poſy to form for my Queen of the May. 


| | Jenny. 
Ah! Jocky, I fear yon intend to beguile, 
When ſeated with Molly laſt night on a ſtile, ro 


SCOTS SONGS. 7 


Vou ſwore that you'd love her for ever and ay, 
Forgetting poor Jenny, your Queen of the May. 


Focky. 
Young Willy is handſome in ſhepherds* green 
dreſt, 
He gave you theſe ribbons that hang at your breaſt, 


Beſides three ſweet kiſſes upon the new hay; 15 
Was that done like Jenny, the Queen of the May? 


Jenny. 
This garland of roſes no longer J prize, 
Since Jocky, falſe-hearted, his paſſion denies: 
Ye flowers fo blooming, this inſtant decay, 


For Jenny's no longer the Queen of the May. 20 


Jocty. 
Believe me, dear maiden, your lover you wrong, 
Your name is for ever the theme of my ſong; 
From the dews of pale eve to the dawning of 
day, 
I ſing but of Jenny, my Queen of the May. 


Jenny. 
Again, balmy comfort with tranſport I view, 25 
My fears are all vaniſh'd fince Jocky is true ; 
Then to our blyth ſhepherds the news I'll con- 
vey, | 
That Jenny alone you've crown'd Queen of the 
May. 
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$ SCOTS SONGS. 


Jocly. 

Come all ye young lovers, I pray you draw near. 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate'er may appear; 30 
Believe not your eyes, leſt your peace they be- 

tray. 
Then come my dear Jenny, and hail the new 

May. | 

Come all ye young lovers, We. 


| 


QUEEN MARY. 


Y ov meaner beauties of the night, 
Which poorely ſatisfy our eyes, 

More by your number than your light, 
Like common people of the ſkyes ; 


What are ye, when the moon doth rife ? $-: 


Yee violets, that firſt appeare, 
By your purple mantles known, 
Like proud virgins of the yeare, 
As if the ſpring were all your own ; 
What are ye when the roſe is blown ? 10 


Ye wand'ring chaunters of the weod, 

That fill the ayre with nature's layes, 
Thinking your paſſions underſtood 

Buy weak accents; What is your praſe 

When Philomel her voyce ſhall raiſe ? 15 
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Vu glancing jewels of the eaſſ, 

Whoſe eftimation fancies rai/e, 

Pearls, rubies, ſapphires, and the ret 

Of glittering gems; what it your praiſe, 

When the bright diamond ſhetus his rays* 28 


But, ah! poor light, gem, voice and ſmell, 
What are ye if my Mary ſhine ? 
Moon, diamond, flowers, and Philomel, 
Light, luſtre, ſcent, and muſict tine, 
And yield to merit more divine. 25 


So when my miſtris ſhall be feen 
In ſweetneſſe of her looks, and minde ; 
By vertue firſt, then choyce a queen; 
Tell me if ſhe was not deſignde 
'The eclipſe and glory of her kind ? 39 


There roſe and lily, the hale ſpring, 


Unto her breath for ſweetneſs ſped; 
The diamond darkens in the ring: 


When ſhe appears, the moon looks dead, 


As when Sol lifts his radiant head.. "> IT 


HIGHLAND QUEEN. 


No xore my ſong ſhall be, ye ſwains, 


Or purling ſtreams, or flow'ry plains; 
A 5 
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More pleaſing beauties me inſpire, 
And Phcoebus tunes the warbling lyre ; 
Divinely aided, thus I mean 


To celebrate my Highland Queen. 


In her, ſweet innocence you'll find, 
With freedom, truth, and beauty join'd; 
From pride and affectation free, 

Alike ſhe ſmiles on you and me. 
The brighteſt nymph that trips the green, 
I do pronounce my Highland Queen. 


r 


No ſordid with, or trifling joy, 
Her ſettled calm of mind deſtroy; 
Strict honour fills her ſpotleſs ſoul, 
And adds a luſtre to the Whole; 

A matchleſs ſhape, a graceful mien, 
All center in my Highland Queen. 
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How bleit that youth, whom gentle Fate 
Has deſtin'd for ſo fair a mate! 
Has all theſe wondrous gifts in ſtore, 
And each returning day brings more ; 
No youth ſo happy can be ſeen, 
Poſſeſſing thee, my Highland Queen. 
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ROSLIN CASTLE. 


Tos in that ſeaſon of the year, 

When all things gay and tweet appear, 

That Colin, with the morning ray, 

Aroſe and ſung his rural lay ; 

Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 5 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung, 

While Roſlin caſtle heard the ſwain, 

And echo'd back the cheerful (train. 
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Awake, ſweet muſe, the breathing fpring 

With rapture warms, awake and ſing; — -- 
Awake, and join the vocal throng, 
And hail the morning with a ſong ; | | 
To Nanny raiſe the cheerful lay, 
O bid her haſte and come away ; 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 7 5 
And add new graces to the morn. 

O hark, my love, on every ſpray 
Each feath@*d warbler tunes his lay 
"Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 

And love inſpires the melting ſong ; 
Then let my raviſh'd notes ariſe, 
For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, 


And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills my foul with ſweet alarms. 
A 6 


12 SCOTS SONGS, 1 
O come, my love, thy Colin's lay, 25 BM 
. x 
With rapture calls, O come away 4 
Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine 1 
Around that modeſt brow of thine: 1 


O hither haſte, and with thee bring | 
That beauty, blooming like the ſpring, 30 


| Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 3 
| And charm this raviſh'd heart of mine. 4 
Same Tune. 4 
F No Roſlin caſtle's echoing walls, NF 

8 

1 Reſounds my ſhepherd's ardent calls, 4 
'| My Colin bids me come away, bp 
__ And love demands I ſhould obey. 3 


His melting ftrain, and tuneful lay, 5 
So much the charms of love diſplay, 

I yield — nor longer can refrain 

To own my love, and bleſs my ſwain. 
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No longer can my heart conceal 
The painful pleaſing flame I feel, @ 
My foul retorts the am'rous ſtrain, 
And echoes back in love again. 
Where lurks my ſongſter? from what grove 
| Does Colin pour his notes of love ? 
' O bring me to the happy bower, | 15 
N Where mutual love may bliſs ſecure. 
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4 Ye vocal hills that catch the ſong, 

A Repeating as it flies along, 

4 To Colin's ear my ſtrain convey, 

And ſay, I haſte to come away. 20 


Ye zephyrs foft that fan the gale, 
Waft to my love the ſoothing tale 
In whiſpers all my ſoul exprels, 
And tell, I haſte his arms to bleſs, 
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RANTING, ROARING WILLY, 


O Maxy ! thy graces and glances; 
Thy ſmiles fo enchantingly gay, 
And thoughts ſo divinely harmonious, 
Clear wit and good humour diſplay. 
But ſay not thou'lt imitate angels; 
Ought fairer, though ſcarcely, ah, me ! 
Can be found equalizing thy merit, 
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A match among mortals for thee. 
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Thy many fair beauties ſhed fires, 
May warm up ten thouſand to love, 
Who deſpairing, may fly to ſome other, 
While I may deſpair, but ne'er rove. 
What a mixture of ſighing and joys 
This diſtant adoring of thee, 
Gives to-a fond heart too aſpiring, 
Who. loves in ſad ſilence like me! 


— 


———— 
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Thus looks the poor beggar on treaſure, 
The ſhipwreck'd on landſcapes on ſhore ; 
Pe ſtill more divine, and have pity 
I die ſoon as hope is no more. 
For, Mary, my ſoul 1s thy captive, 
Nor loves nor expects to be free ; 
Thy beauties are fetters delightful, 
Thy flavery's a pleaſure to me. 


SAE MERRY AS WE HAE BEEN. 


A Las that was laden'd with care 
Sat heavily under yon thorn ; 
J liſten'd a while for to hear, 
When thus ſhe began for to mourn ! 
Whene'er my dear thepherd was there, 
The birds did melodiouſly ſing, 
And cold nipping winter did wear 
A face that reſembled the ſpring. 
Sae merry as we twa hae been, 
Sae merry as we twa hae been, 
My heart it is like for to break, 
When I think on the days we have ſeen. 
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Our flocks Feeding cloſe by his fide, 
He gently preſſing my hand, 

I view'd the wide world in its pride, T5 
And laugh'd at the pomp of command : 


—— 9 


Ks . — 3 wy — . * 
rr. 


os 


OO AS OO CT ICE ERR 8 
. _ LD 7 


J. 


| r D * a : 1 a 
n . r wo 2 2 8 | : 
, a. e > 0 . 8 — 4 — 
OF . * * _ * "> OT 
— in Wt — be 44 n NY "4 , 
* AF | GT TS *+ 7 Eton nnd . ww 1 


SCO'TS SONGS, 
My dear, he would oft to me ſay, 
What makes you hard-hearted to me? 
Oh ! why do you thus turn away 
From him who is dying for thee ? 20 
Sae merry, Os. 


But now he is far from my fight, 


wot — A — —U - 


Perhaps a deceiver may prove, 


* 


Which makes me lament day and night, 
That ever I granted my love. 25 
At eve, when the reſt of the folk 
Vere merrily ſcated to ſpin, 
1 ſet myſelf under an oak, 
And heavily figh'd for him. 
Sae merry, Wc. | 30 


Same Tune. 


N ow Phœbus advances on high, 
Nae footſteps of Winter are ſeen ; 

ne birds carrol ſweet in the ſky, 

; And lambkins dance reels on the green. 

Through plantings, and burne ſae clear, 5 
We wander for pleaſure or health, 

Where buddings and bloſſoms appear, 

Giving proſpects of joy and of wealth. 
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View ilka gay ſcene all around, 
That are, and that promile to be 
Yet in them a? naething is found 
Sae perfect, Eliza, as thee. 
Thy een the clear fountains excel, 
Thy locks they outrival the grove ; 
When zephyrs thus pleafingly ſwell, 
Itk wave makes a captive to love. 


The roſes and lilies combin'd, 
And flowers of maiſt delicate hue, 
By thy cheeks and dear breaſts are outſhin'd 2 
Their tinctures are naething ſae true. 20 
What can we compare to thy voice: 1 
And what with thy humour fae ſweet ? 
Nae muſic can bleſs with fic joys ; 
Sure angels are juſt ſae complete. 


Fair bloſſom of ilka delight, 25 
Whoſe beauties ten thouſand outſhine ; 4 
Thy ſweets ſhall be laſting and bright, 
| Being mixt wi? ſae many divine. 
Ye powers, who have given fic charms 
To Eliza, your image below; 


O ſave her frae all human harms, 


And make her hours happily flow: !. 


SCOTS SONGS, 


SAW YE NAE MY PEGGY 


gs. ye nae my Peggy, 
Paw ye nae my Peggy, 
aw ye nae my Peggy, 
Coming o'er the lee ? 
Sure a finer creature ns 5 
e'er was form'd by Nature, 
o complete each feature, 
So divine is ſhe. 


D! how Peggy charms me; 
very look ſtill warms me; 19 
very thought alarms me, | | 
Leſt ſhe love nae me. 
Peggy Goth diſcover 
ought but charms all over ; 
cature bids me love her, 15 / 
That's a law to me. | 


o would leave a lover, 
o become a rover ? 

o, III ne'er give over, 
Till I happy be. 20 
or ſince love inſpircs me, 

s her beauty fires me, 

nd her abſence tires me, 


Nought can pleaſe but ſhe. 
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When I hope to gain her, 26 
Fate ſeems to detain her, 
Cou'd I but obtain her, 
Happy wou'd I be! 
I'll Is down before her, 
Bleſs, ſigh, and adore her, 30 
With faint looks implore her, 
Till ſhe pity me. 


SHE ROSE AND LOOT ME IN, 


Tur night her ſilent ſable wore, 
And gloomy were the ſkies ; 


Of glitt'ring ftars appear'd no more 4 
Than thoſe in Nelly's eyes. 1 

When to her father's door I came, 5 1 
Where I had often been, 1 


I begg'd my fair, my lovely dame, 
To riſe and let me in. 


But ſhe, with accents all divine, 3 
Did my fond ſuit reprove; 10 

And while ſhe chid my raſh deſign, 1 
She but inflam'd my love. 

Her beauty oft had pleas'd before, 
While her bright eyes did roll: " 

But virtue only had the pow'r I $| | 

To charm my very ſoul. 


$COTS SONCS, 19 


5 rnen who wou'd cruelly deceive, | 
X Or from ſuch beauty part! 
1 1ov'd her fo, I could not leave 
pe charmer of my heart. 20 
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My eager fondneſs I obey'd, | 
© 2X KRefolv'd ſhe ſhould be mine, | 
Till Hymen to my arms convey'd 
My treaſure ſo divine. | 
: Now happy in my Nelly's love, 25 f 
Tranſporting is my joy; 
No greater bleſſing can I prove; 3 
J ö So bleſs'd a man am I. \ 
For beauty may a while retain 
The conquer'd flutt'ring heart, 30 
Aut virtue only 1s the chain 
Holds never to depart. 


SLIGHTED LOVE SAIR TO BIDE, 
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] nan a heart, but now I heartleſs gae; 
[ had a mind, but daily was oppreſt ; 
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lad a friend that's now become m, ae; 
F I had a will that now has freedom loſt 
What have I now ? naithing I trow, 


But grief. where I had joy : 
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SCOTS SONGS, 


What am I than ? a heartleſs man ; 
Could love me thus deſtroy ? 
J love, I ſerve ane whom I much regard, 
Yet for my love diſdain is my reward. 10 


Where ſhall I gang to hide my weary face? 
Where (hall I find a place for my defence ? 
Where my true love remains, the fitteſt place, 
Of all the earth, that is my confidence. 
She has my heart till I depart : 15 
Let her do what ſhe liſt, 
I cannot mend, but ftill depend, 
And daily to inſiſt, 
To purchaſe love, if love my love deſerve ; 
If not for love, let love my bedy ſtarve. 20 
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O lady fair! whom I do honour moſt, 
Your name and fame within my breaſt I have ; 
Let not my love and labour thus be loſt, 
But ſtill in mind I pray thee to engrave, 
That I am true, and fall not rue 25 
Ane word that I have ſaid: 
I am your man, do what you can, 
When all thele plays are play'd. 
Then fave your flip unbroken on the ſand, 
Since man and goods are all at your command. 39 


SCOTS SONGS, 


SOGER LADDIE. 


y ſoger laddie is over the ſea, 
And he will bring gold and money to me; 
ad when he comes hame, he'll make me a lady; 


My bleſſing gang wi' my ſoger laddie. 


L ly doughty laddie is handſome and brave, 
And can as a ſoger and lover behave ; 
rue to his country, to love he is ſteddy ; 
There's few to compare with my ſoger laddie, 


ield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms, 
Return him with laurels to my langing arms. 10 
Doe frac all my care yell pleaſantly free me, 

WW When back to my wiſhes my ſoger ye gle me. 


ſoon may his honours bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they muſt, if he gets his due: 
r in noble actions his courage is ready, 15 


Which makes me delight in my ſoger laddie. 


TWEED-sIDE. 


HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe? 
ow ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed ? 


22 SCOTS SONGS, 


Yet Mary's till ſweeter than thoſe ; 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 
No daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield, 


- 
1 
& 
x 
By 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 10 

The blackbird, and ſweet cooing dove, þ 
With muſic enchant every buſh. 1 

Come, let us go forth to the mead, © | 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring z -Y 

We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, TH © 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 4 


How does my love paſs the long day ? 


Does Mary not tend a few iheep ? F: 
Do they never careleſsly ſtray, = © 
While happily the lyes aſleep ? | :0 
Tweed's murmurs ſheuld lull her to reſt ; T7 


Kind Nature indulging my bliſs, 
To relieve the loft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial kits. 


Tis ſhe does the virgins excel, 
No beauty with her may compare 
Love's graces around her do dwell ; 
She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair. 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ?" 
n! tell me at noon where they feed; 
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Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks ot RA Tweed? 


- _ 
4 
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THRO' THE WOOD, LADDIE. 


O Saxpy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
6 Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me: 
Now dowie I figh on the bank of the burn, 
Or through the wood, laddie, until thou return, 5 


Tho? woods now are bonny, and mornings are 
clear, 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing; 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, 
When thro? the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 16 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell: 

I'm faſh'd wr their {corning, 

4 Baith evening and morning: 

heir jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
Wen thro? the wood, laddie, I wander myſell. x 5 


But quick as an arrow, 

Haſte here to thy marrow, 
Vha's living in langour till that happy day, 
Yhen thro? the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing, 
and play, 20 


hen ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer ys D 
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TO DANTON ME. 


Ars! when charming Sylvia's gone, 
I ſigh and think myſelf undone ; 

But when the lovely nymph 1s here, 
IR I'm pleas'd, yet grieve ; and hope, yet I fear. 

0 Thoughtleſs of all but her I rove. 5 
Ah! tell me, is not this call'd love? 


Ah me! what pow'r can move me fo ? 
I die with grief when ſhe muſt go, 
But I revive at her return ; 
I ſmile, I freeze, I pant, I burn: 
Tranſports ſo ſtrong, ſo ſweet, ſo new, 
Say, can they be to friendſhip due ? 


Ah no ! *tis love, *tis now too plain, 
I feel, I feel the pleaſing pain : 
For who e'er ſaw bright Sylvia's eyes, 15 


19 eSATA CRT 
- 34 . \ . 


But wiſh'd, and long'd, and was her prize? 
Gods, if the trueſt muſt be bleſs'd, 
O let her be by me poſleſt, 


scOrs SONGS, 


WOES MY HEART THAT WE SHOULD SUNDER, 


Wir broken words, and downcaſt eyes, 
Poor Colin ſpoke his paſſion tender; 

And, parting with his Griſy, cries, 
Ah! woes my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


To others I am cold as ſnow, 

But kindle with thine eyes like tinder : 
From thee with pain I'm forc'd to go; 

It breaks my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


Chain'd to thy charms, I cannot range, 
No beauty new my love ſhall hinder, 
Nor time nor place ſhall ever change 
My vows, tho' we're oblig'd to ſunder. 


The image of thy graceful air, 

And beauties which invite our wonder, 
Thy lively wit and prudence rare, 

Shall ſtill be preſent though we ſunder. 


Dear nymph, believe thy ſwain in this, 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder; 
Then ſeal a promiſe with a kiſs, 
Always to love me though we ſunder. 


Vox. II. 
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26 SCOTS sos. 


When that bleſt time ſhall come to paſs, 


Ye Gods ! take care of my dear laſs, 
That as I leave her I may find her; 


We'll meet again and never ſunder. 


Same Tune, 


Serax on — ſpeak thus, and ſtill my grief, 
Hold up a heart that's ſinking under 
Theſe fears that ſoon will want relief, 1 

When Pate muſt from his Peggy ſunder. = 
A gentler face, and filk attire, | 5 
A lady rich, in beauty's bloſſom, 
Alack, poor me will now conſpire 


To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. 


Nae mair the ſhepherd wha excell'd It 
The reſt, whaſe wit made them to wonder, 18 | 
Shall now his Peggy's praiſes tell; : 5 
Ah! I can die, but never ſunder. E 
Ye meadows where we aften ſtray'd, 7 
Ve banks where we were wont to wander, 9 
Sweet - ſcented rucks, round which we play'd, tg 
You'll loſe your ſweets when we're aſunder. 


Again, ah ! ſhall I never creep * 
Around the know with ſilent duty, 

Kindly to watch thee, while aſleep, T 

And wonder at thy manly beauty? 26 MT 


SCOTS SONGS, by - - 


Hear, Heaven, while ſolemnly I vow, 
Tho? thou ſhouldſt prove a wand'ring lover, 
; 'Thro? life to thee I ſhall prove true, 
* Nor be a wife to any other. 24 


THE WAUKING OF THE FAULDS, 


My Peggy is a young thing, 
Juſt enter'd in her teens, 
Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 
5 . My Peggy 1s a young thing, L 
11 And I'm not very auld, 
Yet well I like to meet her at 
The wauking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſpeaks ſac ſweetly, 

* Whene'er we meet alane, 10 

l with nae mair to lay my care, 

I wiſh nae mair of a' that's rare, 

. My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To a' the lave I'm cauld; 

But ſhe gars a' my ſpirits glow, 15 
At wauking of the fauld. 


* 8 
2 


13 


My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
Whene'er I whiſper love, 
That I look down on a? the town, 
26 That I look down upon a crown, 20 
B 2 
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My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
It makes me blyth and bauld, 
And naething gi'es me fic delight, 
As wauking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 25 
When on my pipe I play; 
By a' the reſt it is confeſt, 
By a? the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſt. 
My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 
And in her ſangs are tald, 30 
With innocence the wale of ſenſe, 
At wauking of the fauld. 
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To the twae of The Wb. Leddie: 


| April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain ; 
The yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 
To wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees 


grow. 


| | | * There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 3 ' 
11 With freedom he ſung his loves ev'ning and morn; 
He ſang with ſo ſaſt and enchanting a ſound, 

That ſylvan and fairies unſeen danc'd around, 
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The ſhepherd thus ſung, tho' young Maya be 
fair, 

Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu' proud air; 16 

But Saſie was handſome, and ſweetly cou'd ſing; 

Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth, 

Like the moon was unconſtant, and never ſpoke 
truth ; 

But Suſie was faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 

And fair as the goddeſs which ſprung from the 

ſea, 16 


That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great 
dow'r, 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour; 
Then, ſighing, he wiſh'd, would parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs might be. 


Same Tune. 


Peggy. 
Wins firſt my dear laddie gade to the green hill, 
And I at ewe-milking firſt ſey'd my young {kill, 
To bear the milk bowie nae pain was to me, 


When I at the bughting forgather'd with thee. + 
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Pate, 


When corn-rigs wav*'d yellow, and blue hether. 

bells $ 
Bloom'd bonny on moorland and ſweet riſing fells, 
Nae barns, briers, or brechens ga'e trouble to me, 
If I found the briers right ripen'd for thee. 


Pegey. 


When thou ran, or wreſtled, or putted the ſtane, 


And came aff the victor, my heart was ay fain ; 
Thy ilka ſport manly ga'e pleaſure to me; 11 
For nane can putt, wreſtle, or run ſwift as thee. 


Pate. 


Our Jenny ſings ſaftly the Coyden-broom knows, 
And Roſie lilts ſweetly the milking the ewes ; 
There's few Jenny Nettles like Nancy can ſing, 
At thro' the wood, laddie, Beſs gars our lugs 
ring 16 
But when my dear Peggy fings, with better ſkill, 
The Boatman, Tweediide, or the Laſs of the Mill, 
*Tis mony times ſweeter and pleaſant to me; 
For though they ſing nicely, they cannot like 
thee. 20 


Peggy. 
How eaſy can laſſes trow. what they defire ! 
And praiſes ſae kindly increaſes Love's fire: 
Give me ſtill this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be, 
To make myſelf better and ſweeter for thee. 


$COTS SONGS, 


| . To the Tune of, © Nancy's to the green wood gane.“ 


I YIELD, dear laſſie, ye have won, 

Y And there is nae denying, 

3 That ſure as light flows frae the ſun, 
; Frae love proceeds. complying ; 

For a' that we can do or ſay 
Gainſt love, nae thinker heeds us, 

Fhey ken our boſoms lodge the fae 
That by the heartſtrings lead us. 


To the Tune of Leith Wynd. 


Jenny. 


W xe I aſſur'd you'll conſtant prove, 
Ye ſhou'd nae mair complain, 

The eaſy maid, beſet with love, 
Few words will quickly gain ; 

For I muſt own, now fince you're free, 
This too fond heart of mine 

Has lang, a black-fole true to thee, 
Wiſh'd to be pair'd with thine. 
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Roger. 


I'm happy now, oh ! let my head 
Upon thy breaſt recline ; to 
The pleaſure ſtrikes me near hand dead; 
is Jenny then ſae kind! 
O let me brifs thee to my heart, 
And round my arms entwine 
Delytfu* thought; we'll never part, 15 
Come preſs thy mouth to mine. 


To the Tune of O'er Bagie. 


Wer, I agree, ye're ſure of me; 
Next to my father gae ; 

Make him content to give conſent, 
He'll hardly ſay you nay : 


For you have what he wad be at, 51 
And will commend you weel, 8 
Since parents auld think love grows cauld, 1 
Where bairns want milk and meal. , 
Shou'd he deny, I care na by, 
He'd contradict in vain, | 10 
Tho? a' my kin had ſaid and ſworn, F. 


But thee I will have nane. £ 
i 
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Then never range nor learn to change, 
Like theſe in high degree: | 

And if ye prove faithful in love, 15 
You'll find nae faut in me. 


; To the Tune of Twecd/tde. 


Wars hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 
My heart it was going to break ; 

My life appear'd worthleſs my care, 
But now I will ſave't for thy ſake. 


Where-ever he lodges by night, 
With me his dear image ſhall ſtay, 
And my ſoul keep him ever in fight. 


With patience I'Il wait the long year, 

And ſtudy the gentleſt charms 10 
Hope time away till thou appear, 

To lock thee for ay in thoſe arms. 
Whilſt thou was a ſhepherd, I priz'd 

No higher degree in this life; 


To a height is becoming thy wire. 


For beauty that's only ſkin-deep, 
Muſt fade like the gowans of May, 
But inwardly rooted will keep 
For ever, without a decay. 20 


Where-e'er my love travels by day, 3 


But now I'll endeavour to riſe Ty 
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Nor age, nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fair fire of love, 1 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, | 


And the huſband have ſenſe to approve, 


- 


To the Tune of The Buſh aboon Traquarr. 


Ar ſetting day, and riſing morn, 
With ſoul that ſtill ſhall love thee, L 
III ak of Heaven thy ſafe return, 1 
With all that can improve thee. 
I'll viſit oft the birken buſh, : s 
Where firſt thou kindly told me J 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 2 
Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. | 


„ 
* 


To all our haunts I will repair, 
By green-wood ſhaw, or fountain, 10 
Or where the ſummer day I'd ſhare 
With thee, upon yon mountain. 
There will I tell the trees, and flowers, <1 
From thoughts unfeign'd and tender, I 
By vows you're mine, by love is yours 15 : 
& heart which cannot wander. 


SCOTS So NGN. 


BONNY GREY-EYED MORN, 


Tur bonny grey-ey'd morn begins to peep, 
And darknels flies before the riſing ray, 
The lidarty hynd ſtarts from his lazy fleep, 
To follow healthful labours of the day : 
Without a guilty ſting to wrinkle his brow, 5 
The lark and the linnet tend his levee, 
And he joins their concert, driving his plow, 
From toil of grimace and pageantry tree. 


While fluſter'd with wine, or madden'd with lol: 
Of half an eſtate, the prey of a main, 12 

The drunkard and gameſter tumble and toſs, 
Wiſhing for calmneſs and ſlumber in vain; 

Be my portion health, and quietneſs of mind, 
Plac'd at due diftance from parties and ftate, 
Where neither ambition, nor avarice blind, 

Reach him who has happineſs link'd to his fate- 


SWEET ANNIE FRAE THE SEA BEACH CAME, 


Snare Annie frae the ſea-beach came, 
Where Jocky ſpeed the veſſel's ſide ; 
Ah! wha can keep their heart at hame, 


When Jocky's toſt aboon the tyde : . 
B 6 
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Far aff to diſtant realms he gangs, 
Yet I'll be true as he has been; 

And when ilk laſs about him thrangs, 
He'll think on Annie, his faithful ain. 


I met our wealthy laird yeſtreen, 
Wi' gou'd in hand he tempted me, 10 
He prais'd my brow, my rolling een, 
And made a brag of what he'd gie : 
What though my Jocky's far awa', 
Toft up and down the awſome main, 
I'll keep my heart another day, 
Since Jocky may return again.. 


1 


Tr: 


Nae mair, falſe Jamie, ſing nae mair, 
And fairly caſt your pipe away; 
My Jocky wad. be troubled fair, 
To ſee his friend his love betray : 20 
For a? your ſongs and verſe are vain, 
While Jocky's notes.do faithful flow, 
My heart to him ſhall true remain, 
I'll keep it for my conſtant jo. 


Blaw ſaft, ye gales, round Jocky's head, 
And gar your waves be calm and ſtilłk; 
His hameward fail with breezes ſpeed, 
And dinna a' my pleaſure ſpill: 
What though my Jocky's far away, 
Vet he will braw in ſiller ſhine - - 39 
I'll keep my heart anither day, | 
Since Jocky may again be mine. 


22 
ts, 
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DEIL TAK THE WARS. 


Den tak the wars that liurried Billy from me 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn; 

They made him captain ſure to undo me: 
Woe's me, he'll ne'er return. 

A thouſand loons abroad will fight him, 5 
He from thouſands. ne'er will run; 

Davy and night I did invite him, 
To ſtay at home from ſword and gun. 


J us'd alluring graces, 
With muckle kind embraces, IO 
Now ſighing, then crying, tears dropping fall; 
And had he my ſoft arms, 
Preferr'd to war's alarms, 
By love grown mad, without the man of God, 
I fear in my fit I had granted all. 15 


I waſh'd and patch'd, to make me look provoking ; 
Snares that they told me would catch the men, 

And on my head a huge commode fat poking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall again ; 

For a new gown too I paid muckle money, 20 
Which with golden flow'rs did ſhine ; 

My love weil might think me gay and bonny,,. 

No Scots laſs was e!er ſo fine. 
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My petticoat I ſpotted, 
Fringe too with thread I knotted, 2; 
Lace ſhoes, and filk hoſe, garter'd o'er the knee ; 
But oh ! the fatal thought, 
To Billy theſe are nought ; 
Who rode to towns, and rided with dragoons, 
When he, filly loon, might have plunder'd me. 30 


— — — —— —— — —— —— — —ꝛ—— 


WO WORTH THE TIME, C“. 


WO worth the time and cke the place, 
That ſhe was to me known; 
For fince I did behold her face, 
My heart was never mine own, mine own jo, 
mine own, 
My heart was never mine own. 5 


Sometimes I lived at libertie, 
But now I do not fo; 

She hath my heart ſo faithfullie, 
That I can love no mo, no-mo-jo, no mo, 
That I can love no mo. 10 


To be refus'd of love, alas 
All earthly things adieu, 
My miſtreſs ſhe is mercileſs, 
And will not on me rue, me rue jo, me rue, 


And will not on me rue. 1: 
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Now am I left all comfortleſs, 
And no remeid can crave, 
My pains they are remeadileſs, 
And all the wyte you have, you have jo, you 
have, 
And all the wyte you have. 20 


THE FLOWER OF YARROW. 


1 v ancient times, as ſongs rehearſe, 

One charming nymph employed each verſe, 
She reign'd alone without a marrow, 

Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow. 


Our fathers with ſuch beauty fir'd, 5 
This matchleſs fair in crouds admir'd, 
Though matchleſs then, yet here's her Marrow, 
Mary Scot's the flower of Yarrow. 


Whoſe beauty unadorn'd by art, 
With virtue join'd attracts each heart; 10 
Her negligence itſelf would charm you, 
She ſcarcely knows her power to warm you. 


For ever ceaſe Italian noiſe ; 
Let every ſtring and every voice, 
Sing Mary Scot without a marrow, 15 


Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow.. 
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ORIGINAL OF TWEEDSIDE. 


Was Meggy and I war acquaint > 
I carried my noddle fu” hie; 8 © 
Nae lintwhite on a? the gay plain, > Fj 
Nae gowdſpink ſae bonny as ſhe, 

I whiftled, I pip'd, and I fang ; 351 
I woo'd but I cam nae great ſpeed : 83 
Therefore I maun wander abroad, 8 1 


And lay my banes far frae the Tweed. 


To Meggy my luve I did tell ; 8 1 
My tears did my paſſion expreſs : TY [ 
Alas! for I loo'd her ow'r weel, V 
And the women loo ſic a man leſs. 
Her heart it was frozen and cauld, 
Her pride had my ruin decreed ; 

Therefore I maun wander abroad, 


And lay my banes far frae the Tweed. 


KIND ROBIN LO'ES ME. 


Roz is my only joe, 

Robin has the art to loo, 

So to his ſuit I mean to bow 
Becaule I ken he loo's me.. 
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Happy happy was the ſhow'r, 

That led me to his birken bow'r, 

Whare firit of love I fand the pow'r, 
And ken'd that Robin loo'd me. 


T hey ſpeak of napkins, ſpeak of rings, 
Speak of gloves and killing {crmgs, 
And name a thouſand bonny things, 
And ca” them ſigns he loo's me. 
But I'd prefer a {mack of Rob, 
Sporting on the velvet fog, 
* To gifts as lang's a plaiden wobb, 
* Becauſe I ken he loo's me. 


He's tall and ſonſy, frank and free, 
Loo'd by a' and dear to me, 

Wi' him I'd live, wi” him I'd die, 

Becauſe my Robin loo's me. 

My titty Mary ſaid to me, 
Our courtſhip but a joke wad be, 
And I, or lang, be made to ſee, 

* That Robin didna loo me. 


But little kens ſhe what has been, 

Me and my honeſt Rob between, 

And in his wooing, O ſae keen, 

= Kind Robin is that loo's me. 

Then fly ye lazy hours away, 

: And haſten on the happy day, 

hen join'd our hands Meſs John ſhall ſay, 
And mak him mine that loo's me. 
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Till then let every chance unite, 
To weigh our love and fix delight, 
And I'll look down on ſuch wi” ſpite, 33 
1 What doubt that Robin loo's me. 
[ O hey Robin quo? ſhe, O hey Robin quo? ſhe, 
| O hey, Robin, quo? ſhe, 
Kind Robin loo's me. 


THE MAID THAT TENDS THE GOATS. 


U, amang yon clifty rocks, 
Sweetly rings the riſing echo, 
To the maid that *tends the goats, 
Lilting o'er her native notes. | 
Hark ! ſhe ſings, young Sandy's kind, 51 
« A.? he's promis'd ay to loo me; 

« Here's a brotch, I ne'er ſhall tin'd 


© Till he's fairly marry'd to me. 2 J 
« Drive away, ye drone, Time, BR 
An' bring about our bridal day. 1010 V 
14 
« Sandy herds a flock o ſheep; 8 
« At*en does he blaw the whiſtle | : 8 
« In a ſtrain ſae ſaftly ſweet, 2B 
„ Lammies, liſt'ning, darena bleat. 81 
He's as fleet's the mountain roe, 133 
« Hardy as the highland heather, 40 


« Wading thro' the winter ſnow, 


“% Keeping ay his flock together. 
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« But a plaid, wi' bare houghs, 
« He braves the bleakeſt norlin blaſt, 20 


« Brawly he can dance and fng 

« Canty glee or highland cronach ; 
« Nane can ever match his fling 

« At a reel, or round a ring. 


# « Wightly can he wield a rung; 25 
« In a brawl he's ay the bangſter; 

A“ his praiſe can ne'er be ſung 

3 © By the langeſt winded ſanſtger. 

„ Sangs that ſing o' Sandy 

5 « Come ſhort, tho' they were e'er fo lang.” 


ROY'S WIFE OF ALDIVALLOCH. 


Z Ror's wife of Aldivalloch, 
EZ Roy's wife of Aldivalloch, 
Wat ye how the cheated me, 
As I came o'er the braes of Balloch. 
She vow'd, ſhe ſwore ſhe wad be mine, 5 
She ſaid that ihe 100'd me beft of ony, 
But, oh, the fickle faithleſs quean, 
She's ta'en the carl and left her Johnnie. 
1513 
0 ſhe was a canty quean, 


And we'll cou'd ſhe dance the Highland walloch. 
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How happy I, had ſhe been mine, 
Or I'd been Roy of Aldivalloch. 
Roy's wife, &c. 


Her hair ſae fair, her e'en ſae clear 
Her wee bit mou” ſae ſweet and bonny, 
To me ſhe ever will be dear, 

Tho? ſhe's forever left her Johnnie. 8 


Roy's wife, &c. 


0 


Rum OT OT ON IPs 


He: ſheep had in cluſters Kept cloſe by the 
grove, 
To hide from the rigours of day ; 
And Phillis herſelf in a woodbine alcove, 
Among the freſh violets lay : 
A youngling, it ſeems, had been ſtole from its 
dam, 5 
(Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot), 
That Corydon might, as he ſearch'd for his lamd, 
Arrive at this critical ſpot. 


As through the gay hedge for his lambkin he 


Peeps, 
He ſaw the ſweet maid with ſurpriſe; 19 
« Ye gods! if ſo killing,“ he cry'd, © when ſhe 
&« ſleeps, 


« I'm loſt when ſhe opens her eyes ! 
« To tarry much longer would hazard my hear, 
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“ T'l onwards my lambkin to trace:“ 
In vain honeſt Corydon ſtrove to depart, 15 
For love had him nail'd to the place. 


„ Huſh, huſlid be theſe birds, what a bawling 
. „ they keep: 

(He cry'd), you're too loud on the ſpray ; 

© © Don't you ſee, fooliſh lark, that the charmer's 


« aſleep ! | 
} « You'll wake her as ſure as 'tis day: 20 
> 8 & How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet 
| « maid ! 


« Her cheek he miſtakes for the roſe ; 
I'd put him to death, if I was not afraid 
My boldneſs would break her repoſe.” 


* 


Young Phillis look'd up with a languiſhing ſmile : 
Kind ſhepherd,” ſhe ſaid, you miſtake ; 26 


its I laid myſelf down juſt to reſt me a while ; 
; « But, truſt me, have ſtill been awake.” 
The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
nd, He plac'd himſelf cloſe by her ſide ; 30 
And manag'd the matter, I cannot tell how, 
1 But yeſterday made her his bride. 
19 
ſhe 


A. o'er the mountains graſſy fide 
a, Brave Fingal chac'd the flying deer, 


# *% —— * FI - W 
——— e wy " 
r — Ln y- => © - —_ 
. 1 E 6 - 
— ” - — — 2 


— 
. * 
8 — — 7 


— — 
in 


j——  — 
+ 
—— 


——— 
$. * — 8 
2 23 


2 * — 8 
— q — . 


r 


—= Y 


* 4 + . ' 
— — 


= 
25%, 


bn -— 0 1A 
— —— * 
— 
— 
__ 
2 So 


* * E993 * 
We . N 
: » 2 


46 SCOTS SONGS, 


One at the tomb of Ryno dy'd; 
The hero paus'd, and wip'd a tear. 


1 
He lean'd upon the moſs- grown ſtone : 5 
© Once foremoſt in the chace,” he ſaid ; 
© 'Thy ſports are ended now, my fon ! 2 
“ At reſt, in the dark houſe thou'rt laid. v 
« Now, when th” enliv'ning ſhell goes round, 


„ Amongſt the brave in Cromla's hall, 10 
« My boy ſhall there no more be found, 
Nor anſwer his old father's call! 


% Thy conqueſts all, alas! are o'er : 
No more thou'lt face the haughty foe ; 

„Nor, when he flies, purſue. him more: 
“Ihe {trong limb'd warrior is laid low. 


« Thy ſtone, ſoon hid amongſt the graſs, 

« (Ev'n as the graſs remembrance dies), 
«© The feeble careleſs o'er ſhall paſs, 

„% Nor know that there the mighty lies.” 


The hero ſpoke—and, with a ſigh, 
Retiring, mourn'd the hapleſs brave; 
Who like the mean inglorious lie, 
No more remember'd in the grave. 
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Wu ye gang o'er the lee - rigg, 

My ain kind deary, O! 
And cuddle there ſae kindly 

Wi' me, my kind deary O? 
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At thornie-dike and birken- tree 5 1 
We'll daft, and ne'er be weary O; . 
W They'll ſcug ill een frae you and me, | a 
Mine ain kind deary, O. bi 
[A "gs 
Nae herds wi? kent or colly there, 135 
| Shall ever come to fear ye O; 10 bj 
But lav'rocks, whiſtling in the air, 1 
Shall woo, like me, their deary O! : 1 
b While others herd their lambs and ewes, : 
And toil for warld's gear, my jo, 
Upon the lee my pleaſure grows, 15 


WY you, my kind dearie O! 
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To us own Tune. 


f H ow can I be blyth or glad, .Y I 
| Or in my mind contented be, 3 

| When the bonny bonny lad that I loo'd beſ}, = 

| Is baniſh'd from my company. | 1 1 
Though he is baniſh'd for my ſake, 1 

J his true love will ſtill remain; 1 
But O that I was, and I wiſh I was x 

| In the chamber where my true love is in. 4 
| "1 
| I darena come to my true love, | 4 

| I darena either ſport or play, 1 = 
{ For their evil evil tongues ſo gell, 4 

| That I muſt kiſs and go my way. J Bi 


Kiſſing is but a fooliſh fancy, 
| It brings two lovers into fin ; 
' But O that I was, and I wiſh I was 
In the chamber where my love is in. 


| My true love is ſtraight and tall, 

| I hadna will to ſay him nae, 

| For with his falſe, but ſweet deluding tongue, 
He ſtole my very heart away. 
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THE LOWLANDS OF HOLLAND. 


My love has built a bonny ſhip, and fet her on 
the ſea, | 

With ſeven ſcore good mariners to bear her com- 

” WE 

here's three ſcore is ſunk, and threeſcore dead 

:at fea, 


And the lowlands of Holland has twin'd my love 
and me. 


My love he built another ſhip, and ſet her on the 


N ] main, 5 
Aud nane but twenty mariners for to bring her 
l 
| hame, 


But the weary wind began to riſe, and the ſea be- 
gan to rout, 


My love then and his bonny ſhip turn'd wither- 
ſhins about. 


Eli here ſhall neither coif come on my head, nor 
comb come in my hair 


here ſhall neither coal nor candle light ſhine in 
my bower mair, 


IO 
vor will I love another one, until the day I die, 


or I never lov'd a love but one, and he's drown'd 
in the ſea, 


Vor, II. 


C 
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<b> 


ZI ' 
O had your tongue, my daughter dear, be till and | 

be content, 
There are mair lads in Galloway, ye needna ſait 

lament. E þ 
O! there is nane in Galloway, there's nane at a | 

for me, 1119 
For I never lov'd a love but ane, and he's drowu'd “ 
in the ſea. 


LIZ AE BAILLIE. 5 
by Sh 
Lax Bantiae's to Gartartan gane, . 
To ſee her ſiſter Jean; Br 
And there ſhe's met wi? Duncan Græme, = - 
And he's convoy'd her hame. 

She 
e My bonny Lizae Baillie," 53 N 
& I'll row ye in my plaidie, (ie 
And ye maun gang alang wi' me, By 
“% And be a Highland lady.” L. 
& I'm ſure they wadna ca' me wile, 3 : 
« Gin I wad gang wi' you, Sir; 10 1 

&« For I can neither card nor ſpin, 
“% Nor yet milk ewe or cow, Sir.“ 'R 


My bonny Lizae Baillie, 
Let nane o' theſe things daunt ye; 


I) 
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« Ye'll hae nae need to card or ſpin, 
« Your mither weel can want ye.“ 


Now ſhe's caſt aff her bonny ſhoen, 


Made o' the gilded leather, 


And the's put on her highland brogues, 


To ſkip amang the heather : 


1 And ſhe's caſt aff her bonny gown, 


Made o' the ſilk and fattin, 


And ſhe's put on a tartan plaid, 


To row amang the braken. 


She wadna hae a Lawland laird, 


Nor be an Engliſh lady; N 
But ſhe wad gang wi' Duncan Græme, 
And row her in his plaidie. 


She was nae ten miles frae the town, 
When ſhe began to weary; 


She aften looked back, and ſaid, 


* Farewell to Caſtlecarry. 


| Ihe firſt place I ſaw my Duncan Grame 


* Was near yon holland buſh. 


| ; My father took frae me my rings, 


* My rings but and my purſe. 


But I wadna gie my Duncan Græme 


For a' my father's land, 
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Though it were ten times ten times mair, 
* And a' at my command.“ 40 


1 


Now w2ae be to you, Ioggerheads, 
That dwell near Caſtlecarry, 
To let awa' fic a bonny laſs, 
A Highlandman to marry, 


O Gixn my love were yon red roſe, 
That grows upon the caſtle wa? : 
And I myſell a drap of dew, 
Into her bonny breaſt to fa? ! 


Wy 


Oh, there, beyond expreſſion bleſt, 
I'd feaſt on beauty a' the night; 

Seal'd on her filk-ſaft falds to reſt, 
Till flyed awa? by Phcebus light. 


JOHN OF BADENYON. 


VV ax firſt I came to be a man, 
Of twenty years or fo, 
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I thought myſelf a handſome youth, 
And fain the world would know ; 

In beſt attire I ſtept abroad, 
With ſpirits briſk and gay, 

And here and there, and ev'ry where, 
Was like a morn in May. 

No care I had, nor fear of want, 
But rambled up and down ; 

And for a beau I might have paſt 
In country or in town : - 

I ſtill was pleas'd where-e'er I went ; 
And when I was alone, 

I tun'd my pipe, and pleas'd myſelf 
With John of Badenyon. 


Now, in the days of youthful prime, 
A miſtreſs I muſt find ; 
For love, they fay, gives one an air, 
And ev'n improves the mind: 
On Phillis fair, above the reſt, 
Kind fortune fix'd my eyes ; 
Her piercing beauty ſtruck my heart, 
And ſhe became my choice: 
To Cupid then, with hearty pray'r, 
I offer*d many a vow, 
And danc'd and ſung, and figh'd and ſwore, 
As other lovers do: 
But when at laſt I breath'd my flame, 
I found her cold as ſtone ; 
J leſt the girl, and tun'd my pipe 
To John of Badenyon. 
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When love had thus my heart beguil'd 
With fooliſh hopes and vain, 

To friendſhip's port I ſteer'd my courſe, 3; 
And laugh'd at lovers? pain : © - 

A friend J got by lucky chance, f 
"Twas ſomething like divine; 

An honeſt friend's a precious gitt, 
And ſuch a gift was mine. 40 

And now, whatever might betide, | 
A happy man was I ; - | 

In any ſtrait I knew to whom | 3 
I freely might apply : | 

A ſtrait ſoon came, my friend I try'd, 45 4 
He laugh'd and ſpurn'd my moan - 8 

I hy'd me home, and pleas'd myſelf | 
With John of Badenyon. = 


What next to do, I mus'd a while, 1 
Still hoping to ſucceed : | 
I pitch'd on books for company, 
And gravely tried to read 
I bought and borrow'd ev'ry where, = 
And ſtudy'd night and day; = 
Nor miſs'd what dean or doctor wrote, 55 
That happen'd in my way. | 
Philoſophy I now eſteem'd 
The ornament of youth, | 
And carefully, thro' many a page, 4 
J hunted after truth: 60 
A thouſand various ſchemes I try'd, 
And yet was pleas'd with none; 
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I threw them by, and tun'd my pipe 
To John of Badenyon. 


And now, ye youngſters, ev'ry where, 65 
Who want to make a ſhow, 
Take heed in time, nor vainly hope 
For happineſs below; 
What you may fancy pleaſure here, 
Is but an empty name; 70 
For friendſhip, love, and learning deep, 
You'll find them all the ſame. 
Then be advis'd, and warning take, 
From ſuch a man as me; 
I'm neither pope nor cardinal, 75 
Nor one of high degree; 
You'll find diſpleaſure ev'ry where: 
Then do as I have done; 
E'en tune your pipe, and pleaſe yourſelſ 
With John of Badenyon. 80 


TWAS WITHIN A MILE OF EDINEURCII. 


) 
Treas within a 8 of Edinburgh un. 
In the roſy time of the year, 
When flowers were bloom'd, and graſs was down, 


And each ſhepherd wood his dear, 
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Bonny Jocky blyth and gay, $ 
Kiſs'd ſweet Jenny making hay; 
The laſſie bluſh'd, and frowning ſaid, 
No, no, it wonnot do, 
I cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, aun. 
not buckle too. 


() Jocky was a way, that never wou'd wed, 1c 
Though long he had followed the laſs, 2 
Contented ſhe work'd, and eat her brown bread, 
And merrily turn'd up the grafs. 
Bonny Jocky blyth and gay, 
Won her heart right merrily, I; 
But ſtill ſhe bluſh'd, and frowning ſaid, 


I cannot, &c. 


3 


But when that be vow'd he wou'd make her bis 
bride, | 

Though his herds and his flocks were not few, 
She gave him her hand, and a kiſs beſides, 20 
And vow'd ſhe'd for ever be true. 

Bonny Jocky blyth and gay, 

Won her beart right merrily, 

Ar church ſhe no more frowning ſaid, 
1 cannot, &c. | 25 


LEWIS GORDON. 


() ! s:x0 Lewis Gordon hame, 
And the lad I winna name; 
Though his back be at the wa', 
Here's to him that's far awa. 
Ob, hon, my H::-hland man / 
Oh, my bonny Highland nian. 
Weel wou'd I my true love hen, 
Amang ten thouſand Highlandmen. 


O to ſee his tartan trews, 

Bonnet blue, and laigh-heel'd ſhoes, 

hillabeg aboon his knee! 

That's the lad that I'll gang wr. 
Oh, hon, Oc. 


The princely youth that I do mean 
Is fitted for to be a king: 
Un his breaſt he wears a ftar : 


You'd take him for the god of war. 
Oh, hon, Oo. 


O, to ſee this princely one 

Seated on his father's throne ! 

Diſaſters a? wou'd diſappear : 

Then begins the jub'lce here! 
Oh, hon, Oc. 
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THE WEE THING, ox MARY OF CASTLE CARY. 


Saw ye my wee thing ? Saw ye mine ain 
„ thing ? 
„Saw ye my true love down on yon lea? 
“ Crols'd ſhe the n yeſtreen at the gloam- 
« ing ? 
© Sought ſhe the burnie, whar flowers the haw 
1 


* Her hair it 1s lint white! her ſkin it is milk 
„ White! 5 
* Dark is the blue of her ſaft rolling ee“! 
Red red her ripe lips is, and ſweeter than roſz; ! 
** Whar could my wee thing wander frae me!“ 


r — 


I ſaw na your wee thing, I ſaw na your ain 


thing, 1 
Nor ſaw 1 your true love down by yon lea; 10 . 
* But I met my bonny thing late in the gloaming, N ; 

* Down by the burnie whar flowers the haw tree. 
x 
* Her hair it was lint white, her {kin it was mil , 

* whate, = FE 
+ Dark was the blue o' her ſaft rolling ee! 1 
Red war her ripe lips, and ſweeter than roſes ! 


* Sweet war the kiſſes that ſhe gae to me! 16 


„It was na my wee thing! it was na mine ain 
„thing! | 
It was na my true love ye met by the tree 


eee 
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« Proud is her leil heart, and modeſt her nature, 
« She never loo'd nae man till ance ſhe loo'd me. 


« Her name it is Mary, ſhe's frae Caſtle Cary, 21 

« Aft has ſhe ſat, when a bairn, on my knee! 

Fair as your face is, war't fifty times fairer, 

« Young braggart ! the ne'er would gie kiſſes to 
« thee!” 


It was then your Mary, ſhe's frae Cattle Cary, 
It was then your true love I met by the tree. 
Proud as her heart is, and modeſt her nature, 
© Sweet war the kiſles that ſhe gae to me!“ 28 


OT. © a, 1 io LS 


Sair gloom'd his dark brow, blood red his cheek, 
grew, 

Wild flaſh'd the fire, frae his red rolling ee; 39 

S © Ye's rue ſair this morning, your boaits and 

E « your ſcorning, 

| EF © Defend ye fauſe traitor ; for loudly ye lie !“ 


Awa' wi' beguiling, then cried the youth ſmil- 

| ing; 

Aff went the bonnet; the lintwhite locks flee; 
The belted plaid fabing, her white boſom thawing, 

Fair ſtood the loo'd maid wi' the dark rolling ce 


25 ö K 3 . . * 0 . * 0 
5 Is it my wee thing ? is it mine ain thing? 37 
5 ( * x 
ls it my true love here that I ſee ?' 
n : O Jamie! forgie me, your heart's conſtant to me; 
E 


* 1 . * 
II nevir mair wander, my true love, frac thee.» 
C 6 
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LET ME IN THIS AE NIGHT. 


() LASSIE, art thou fleeping yet ; 
Or are you waking I would wit: 
For love has bound me hand and foot, 
And I would fain be in, jo. 
O let me in this-ae night, this ae, ae, ae might, « 
O let me in this ae night, and I'll neer come bact 
again, jo. 


The morn it is the term-day, 

I mau away, I canna ſtay, 

O! pity me before I gae, 

And riſe and let me in, jo. 10 
O let me in, Oc. 


The night it is baith cauld and weet; 

The morn it will be ſnaw and ſleet, 

My ſhoon are frozen to my feet, 

WY ſtanding on the plain, jo. I; 
O let me in, Oc. 4 


I am the laird of Windy-wa's, 
I come na here without a cauſe, 
And I hae gotten mony fa's 
Upon a naked wame, jo. 20 
| O let me in, ©&c. 


My father's wa'king on the ſtreet, 
My mither the chamber-keys does keep; 
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My chamber-door does chirp and cheep, 

And I darena let you in, jo. 25 
O gae your ways this ae night, this ae, ae, ae night, 
O gae your ways this ae night, for I darna let you 
in, jo. 


But I'll come ſtealing ſaftly in, 

And cannily make little din ; 

And then the gate to you Ill find, 

If you'll but direct me in, jo. 30 
O let me in, Oc. 


Caſt aff the ſhoon frae aff your feet, 

Caſt back the door up to the weet ; 

Syne into my bed you may creep, 

And do the thing you ken, jo. 35 
0 well*s me on this ae night, this ae, ae, ae night, 

0 welPs me on this ae night, that &er Þ let you in, ja. 


She let him in ſae cannily, 
She let him in ſae privily, 
»he let him in ſae cannily, 40 
To do the thing you ken, jo. 
O wells me, We. 


But e'er a' was done, and a' was ſaid, 

Out fell the bottom of the bed ; 

The laſſie loſt her maidenhead, 45 
And her mither heard the din, jo. 

O the devil take this ae night, this ae, ae, ae night, 
0 the devil take this ae night, that &er I let you in, 
Jo, 
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Turax dwall'd a man in Aberdeen, = 7? 
And nowthir young nor auld was he, . 
He never wanted wit at will, 
But wi't was ugly as can be. 


Mony a laſs that had the tocher, 

Wham the carl ſocht to join 

Wi' him to draw the pleuch of wedlock, 
Did the hatefu' taſk decline. Xx 


Tir'd at laſt wi' ſharp denyals, 
Straight he paſs'd to ſillie Meg; F 
She had nowthir wit nor filler, 

Here, thocht he, I fall nae beg. 


Save the gowd o' her fair treſſes, 
Bit o' gowd ne'er badithe quene ; 
Nor ither jewels in poſſeſſion, 
Than the jewels o' her een. 


Bot alike to her was miſſing 

All the gowd that crouns the mynde ; 
Senſe, that jewel o' the boſom, 

She could nowthir buy nor fynde. 


He came, he ſaw, he overcame ; 


The ſillie mayden bluſh'd conſent, 
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Hamewart as he bent his travel, 
Ernus he thocht on his intent. 


„ Tho? this laſſie want a noddle, 25 
. I hae wit to make amends 

© Tho' I'm ugly, yet her bewtie 

In our bairns will ſerve like ends. 


Our childer, I can never doubt it, 

„Will comely as their mither be; 30 
And in wit and prudence ſurelie 

N * Thay will coppie after me. 
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. Sae our race will bear perfection 

Baith in bodie and in ſaul; 

F Surelie a mair happy marriage 35 
To man's lot docht never fall.“ 
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Pae the wicht fou fondlie dremit 

Alack the iſſue was far ither ! 

be bairnis war ugly as thair daddie, 40 
nd thay were fooliſh as thair mither. 
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GET UP AND BAR THE DOOR. 


T fell about the Martinmas time, 
ind a gay time it was than, 
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That our gudewife had puddings to mak, = 
And ſhe boil'd them in the pan. „ 
The wind blew cauld frae eaſt and north, 18 
And blew into the floor; 4 

Quoth our gudeman to our gudewife, . 


*Get up and bar the door. . 


„% My hand is in my huſſyſkep, « 


« Goodman, as ye may ſee; 10 
* An' it ſhou'dna be barr'd this hunder yer, 0 
« It's ne'er be barr'd by me.“ 14 


They made a paction 'tween them twa, „ 
They made it firm and ſure, 

That the firſt word whaever ipak, 1; WE C 
Should riſe and bar the door. 10 
Than by there came twa gentlemen 14 
At twelve o' clock at night, 

Whan they can ſee na ither houſe; 

And at the door they light. 23 


«& Now whether is this a rich man's houſe, 

« Or whether is it a poor !” | 
But ne'er a word wad ane o' them {peak I 
For barring of the door. : 


And firſt they ate the white puddings, 25 
And ſyne they ate the black: 

Muckle thought the gudewiſe to herſell, 

Yet ne'er a word ſhe ſpak. 
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ren ane unto the ither ſaid, 

lere, man, tak ye my knife, 30 
Do ye tak aff the auld man's beard ; 

F< And Dll kiſs the gudewife. 


gut there's na water in the houſe, 

„ And what ſhall we do than ? | 
„What ails ve at the pudding-breo 25 
„That boils into the pan?“ 


O up then ſtarted our gudeman, 

An angry man was he; 

„ Will ye kiſs my wife before my een, 

And ſcald me wi' pudding bree?“ 40 


O up then ſtarted our gudewife, 
3 Gied three ſkips on the floor; 
Z © Gudeman you have ſpak the firſt word, 
Get up and bar the door.“ 
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HAD AWA' FRAE ME DONALD. 


0 WILL you hae ta tartan plaid, 

Or will you hae ta ring, Mattam ? 
Ur will you hae ta Kiſs o' me? 

And dats ta pretty ting, Mattam. 


Had awa' frae me, Donald; 


lad awa? bide awa', I 3 
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I'll neither kiſs nor hae a ring, 
Nae tartan plaids for me, Donald. 


O ſee you not her ponny progues, 
Her fecket plaid, plew, creen, Mattam ? 
Her twa ſhort hoſe, and her twa ſpoigs, 
And a ſhoulter-pelt apeen, Mattam ? 
Had awa', bide awa', 
Had awa' frae me, Donald; 
Nae ſhoulder-belts, nae trinkabouts, 
Nae tartan hoſe for me, Donald. 


Hur can peſhaw a petter hough 
Tan him wha wears ta crown, Mattam ; 
Herſell hae piſtol and claymore 
To flie ta lallant lown, Mattam 
Had awa', had awa', 
Had awa' frae me, Donald; 
For a' your houghs and warlike arms, 
You're no a match for me, Donald. 


Herſell hae a ſhort cote pi pote, 

No trail my feets at rin, Mattam ; 
A. cutty ſark o' good harn ſheet, 
My mitter he be ſpin, Mattam, 

Had awa', had awa?, 

Had awa' frae me, Donald; 

Gae hame and hap your naked houghs, 

And faſh nae mair wi' me, Donald. 


Ye's ne'er pe pidden work a turn 
At ony kind o' ſpin, Mattam, 
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; But ſhug your lenno in a ſcull, 


And tidel highland fing, Mattam, 


Had awa', had awa', 


Had awa? frae me, Donald; 


| : Your jogging ſculls and highland ſang 


Will ſound but harſh wi' me, Donald. 


In ta morning when him riſe 


> Ye's get freſh whey for tea, Mattam ; 

Sweet milk an? ream as much you pleaſe 
Far cheaper tan pohea, Mattam. 

Had awa', had awa', 


Had awa' frae me, Donald; 
I winna quit my morning's tea, 


Lour whey will ne'er agree, Donald, 


aper Gallic ye's be learn, 
And tats ta ponny ſpeak, Mattam; 


EY c's get a cheeſe, an putter-kirn, 


Come wi' me kin ye like, Mattam. 
ad awa', had awa', 
Had awa' frae me, Donald; 


b 'our Gallic and your Highland chear 


Will ne'er gae down wi” me, Donald. 


eit ye's be ket a ſilder proch 

Pe pigger then the moon, Mattam ; 
e's ride in curroch ſtead o' coach, 
An' wow but yell pe fine, Mattam. 
lad awa', had awa', 

Had awa' frae me, Donald; 


35 


40 


45 


50 


55 


_— 22 


— 


— — 


= - — 4 4 
— ws 3 AL XK — 
* — 4 a . - — 
— >. . 2 - — held 
My 2% +> 4 > 
* Wee Ju 


— CCD — — — — 43 
4 2 - a 


— — 


- 
SIX 2 


68 SCOTS SONGS, 


For a' your Highiland rarities RN 
You're not a match for me, Donald, = 
What's tis ta way tat ye'll pe kind 65 ö a 
To a protty man like me, Mattam? I 
Sae langs claymore pe 'po my ſide, u 
III nefer marry tee, Mattam. V 
O come awa', run awa?, W 1 
O come awa' wi? me, Donald; . +<Wr 
I wadna quit my Highland man ; 1 
Frae Lallands ſet me free, Donald. | 
Q 
| of 
THE DREG SONG. Þ : 
A 
Ir to London yeſterday FI 
On a crucket hay- cock, St 
Hay- cock, quo? the ſeale to the eel, LG 
Cock nae I my tail weel ? p. 
Tail-weel, or if hare, A 
Hunt the dog frae the deer, W $1 
Hunt the dog frae the deil-drum ; HB 
Kend nae ye Johny Young ? S. 
John Young and John Auld HB 
Strove about the moniefald ; 0 
Jemmy Jimp and Jenny Jeus = 
Bought a pair of jimp deus, 60 
Wi nineteen ſtand of feet; 0 
Kend ye nae white breek ? W 7; 
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Wutte breek and ſteel pike, 
Kißs't the laſs behind the dyke, 
Kiſc't the laſs behind the dyke, 
And ſhe whalpet a bairnie; 
Hey bou Harry, Harry, 
Mony a boat ſkail'd the ferry, 
Mony a boat, mony a ſhip; 
fell me a true note; 
0 True note, true ſong, 
© I've dreg'd o'er long, 
O'er lang, o'er late, 
© Quo! the haddock to the ſcate, 
Quo' the ſcate to the eel, 
Cock na I my tail weel ? 
Tail weel, and gins better, 
Ilt's written in a letter: BR 
Andrew Murray ſaid to Meg, 
How many hens hae you wr egg ? 
Steek the door and thraw the crook, 
Grape you and TI'ſe look; 
Put in your finger in her dock, 
And ſee gin ſhe lays thereout, 
he lays thereout days ane, 
ae dis he days twa, 
Gay dis he days three, 
ae dis he days four, 
W Quo! the carle o' Aberdour ; 
Aberdour, Aberdeen, 
Grey claith to the green, 
Grey claith to the ſands, 
Tript it, tript it through the lands; 
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Thro' lands, or if hare, 
Hunt the dog frae the deer, 
Hunt the deer frae the dog, 
Waken, waken, Willie Tod, | 
Willie Tod, Willie Tay, 521 i 
Cleckit in the month of May, 
Month of May and Averile, 

Good ſkill o' raiſins, 

Jentlens and fentlens, 

Jeery ory alie 3 35 
Weel row'd five men, 

As weel your ten, 

The oyſters are a gentle kin, . 
They winna tak unleſs you ſing. 1 
Come buy my oyſters aff the bin g, be 
To ſerve the ſheriff and the king, 


And the commons o' the land, a N 
And the commons o' the ſea; 
Hey benedicete, and that's good Latin. 643 * 
I'LL CHEER UP MY HEART, = 
For 

As I was walking ae May morning 


The fidlers and youngſters were making their 
game; 

And there I ſaw my faithleſs lover, 

And a' my ſorrows return'd again. 
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Well, ſince he is gane, joy gang wi' him; 5 
lies never be he ſhall gar me complain: 
Ill cheer ap my heart, and I will get another, 
J'll never lay a' my love upon ane. 


as. *» * * 


— 


I could na get ſleeping yeſtreen for weeping, 


** 
he tears ran down like ſhowers o' rain; 10 be 
An' had na I got greiting, my heart wad a broken; . 


nd O! but love's a tormenting pain. 


— 


_ 


*- - 


But fince he is gane, may joy gae wi' him, 
It's never be he that ſhall gar me complain, 


" (as - 
Sh 
— - 
— 


4% 

J'1 cheer up my heart, and I will get another; 15 * 

| © T1! never lay a' my love upon ane. 7 
0 a 5 
When I gade into my mither's new houſe, '$ 

I took my wheel and ſate down to ſpin ; 9 

| was there I firſt began my thrift ; 1. 
$ . „ . 4 3 
And a' the wooers came linking in. 20 3 
It was gear he was ſeeking, but gear he'll na jt 


get; 
And its never be he that ſhall gar me complain, 
Tor I'll cheer up my heart, and I'll ſoon get an- 
other; 


ll never lay a' my love upon ane. 24 
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HALLOW FAIR. | 
Tune, — Hy /et's a to the bridal. = 
| 
Turar's fouth of braw Jockys and Jennys x p 
Comes weel-buſked into the fair, 8 
With ribbons on their cockernonies, | 
And fouth o' fine flour on their hair. 8 „ 
Maggie ſhe was ſae well buſked, 1 1 
That Willie was ty'd to his bride; 1 
The pounie was ne'er better whiſked a 
Wi' cudgel that hang frae his ſide. 7 
Sing farrel, &c. 7 P, 
But Maggy was wondrous jealous 1 
To fee Willy buſked ſae braw ; = 
And Sawney he ſat in the alehouſe, y. 
And hard at the liquor did ca'. 1 
There was Geordy that well lov'd his laſſie, po 
He touk the pint ſtoup in his arms, 1 


And hugg'd it, and ſaid, Trouth they're ſaucy 
That loo's nae a good father's bairn. 
Sing farrel, Oc. 


There was Watty the muirland laddie, 
That rides on the bonny grey cout, 25 

With ſword by his ſide like a cadie, 

To drive in the ſheep and the knout. 
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His doublet ſae weel it did fit him, 
It ſcarcely came down to mid thigh, 
With hair pouther'd, hat and a feather, 25 


And houſing at courpon and tee. 
Sing farrel, © c. 


; But bruckie play*d boo to bauſie, 
And aff ſcour'd the cout like the win” : 


| Poor Watty he fell on the cauſe, 32 
And birs'd a' the banes in his ſkin, 
His piſtols fell out of the hulſters, ; 


And were a' bedaubed with dirt 3 


The folks they came round him in cluſters, 


Some leugh, and cry'd, Lad, was you hurt? 35 
Sing farrel, Oc. 


But cout wad let nae body ſteer him, 
He was ay ſae wanton and ſkeegh ; 
The packmans ftands he o'erturn'd them, 
And gard a' the Jocks ſtand a-beech ; 49 
Wi' ſneering behind and before him, 

Por fic is the metal of brutes ; 

Poor Watty, and wae's me for him, 

Was fain to gang hame in his boots, 

Sing farrel, &c. 


0 


45 


Now it was late in the ev'ning, 
And boughting time was drawing near : 
he laſſes had ſtench'd their greening 


WY fouth of braw apples and beer. 
Vox. II, D 
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There was Lillie, and Tibbie, and Sibbie, 5 F 
And Ceicy on the ſpinnel cou'd ſpin, 5 

Stood glowring at ſigns and glaſs winnocks, 
But de'il a? ane bade them come in. 


Sing farrel, Oc. 


God guide's ! ſaw you ever the like o't ? 
See yonder's a bonny black ſwan ; 

It glowrs as't wad fain be at us ; 
What's yon that it hads in its hand ? 


” Awa', daft gouk, cries Watty, IN 
They're a' but a rickle of ſticks ; 6 0 

See there 1s Bill, Jock, and auld Hackie, PT 

And yonder's Meſs John and auld Nick, 8 ] 


Sing farrel, & c. 


Quoth Maggy, Come buy us our fairing : | 
And Watty right ſleely cou'd tell, 6; Far 


I think thou're the flower of the claughing, * 
In trouth now I'ſe gie you myſell. Bot 

But wha wou'd e'er thought it o' him, © 
That e'er he had rippled the lint ? 

Sae proud was he o' his Maggy, »— a 


Tho? ſhe did baith ſcalie and ſquint. 
Sing farrel, &c. 


Ou goodman came hame at e'en, 
And hame came he ; 
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And then he ſaw a ſaddle horſe, 
S Where nae horſe ſhould be. 


75 K 
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O how came this horſe here ? 


, 2 * = « * 
222 5 * 2 * - 
* 2 Enos ate 5 — — 


5 
How can this be? 

How came this horſe here, 1 
Without the leave o' me ? * 
tl 
* 
A horſe ! quo? ſhe : 0 
Ay, a horſe, quo' he. 10 i 
de auld blind dotard carl, 4 
Blind mat ye be, 3" 
V . . . 4 | 
Tis naething but a bonny milk cow hi 
My minny ſent to me. 1 
A bonny milk cow! quo' he; 15 1 
Ay, a milk cow, quo' ſhe. 9 
Far hae I ridden, 1 
And meikle hae I ſeen, 25 
But a {ſaddle on a cow's back, 40 

Saw I never nane. 20 


Pur goodman came hame at eben, 
And hame came he, 

We ſpy'd a pair of jack boots, 
Where nae boots ſhould be. 


\ 


at's this now, goodwife ? 25 
What's this I ſee ? 


= came theſe boots there 
Without the leave o' me? 
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Boots ! quo? ſhe : 
Ay, boots, quo? he. 
Shame fa' your cuckold face, 
And ill mat ye ſee, 
It's but a pair of water ſtoups 
The cooper ſent to me. 


Water ſtoups ! quo? he ; 
Ay, water ſtoups, quo? ſhe. 
Far hae I ridden, 
And farer hae I gane, 
But filler ſpurs on water ſtoups, 
Saw I never nane. 


Our goodman came hame at e'en, 
And hame came he, 

And then he ſaw a ſword, 
Where a {word ſhould nae be: 


What's this now, goodwite ? 
What's this I ſee ? 

O how came this ſword here, 
Without the leave o' me? 


A ſword ! quo? ſhe, 
Ay, a ſword, quo? he. 
Shame fa' your cuckold face, 
And ill mat you ſee, 
It's but a parridge ſpurtle 
My minnie ſent to me. 
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Veil, far hae I ridden, 55 
And muckle hae I ſeen; 

But filler handed ſpurtles 

F Saw I never nane, 


1 


Our goodman came hame at e'en, 

And hame came he; 60 
There he ſpy'd a powder'd wig, 

Where nae wig ſhould be: 


What's this now, good wife? 
* What's this I ſee ? 

Ho came this wig here, 65 
Without the leave o' me? 


A wig ! quo' ſhe; 
Ay, a wig, quo? he. 
Shame fa* your cuckold face, 
And ill mat you ſee, 70 
is nacthing but a clocken-hen 
My minnie ſent to me. 


Clocken hen! quo? he: 
| Ay, clocken-hen, quo? ſhe, 
Far hae I ridden, 75 
And muckle hae I ſeen, 
But powder on a clocken hen 
Saw I never nane. 


b 
WY Our goodman came hame at e' en, 
And hame came he, 80 
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And there he law a muckle coat, 
Where nae coat ſhou'd be ? 


O how came this coat here ? 
How can this be ? It 
How came this coat here b; | 
Without the leave o' me? 


A coat ! quo? ſhe : 
Ay, a coat, quo? he, 
Ye auld blind dotard carl, 
Blind mat ye be, 90 
It's but a pair of blankets 
My minnie ſent to me. 


WM Blankets ! quo? he: 
Mil Ay, blankets, quo? ſhe. 


Far hae I ridden, s; 
And muckle have I ſeen, | ( 
But buttons upon blankets a / 
Saw I never nane. \ 
Ben went our goodman, I 
And ben went he, 10 A 
And there he ſpy'd a ſturdy man, 2A 


Where nae man ſhou'd be: 


How came this man here ? 
How can this be ? 

How came this man here, 106 

Without the leave o' me? 
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A man! quo? ſhe : 

; Ay, a man, quo” he. 

Poor blind body, 

And blinder mat ye be, 110 
T It's a new milking maid, 


My mither ſent to me. 1 
* 

A maid ! quo? he: A 

| Ay, a maid, quo' ſhe, . 
Far hae I ridden, 115 F } 
And muckle hae I ſeen, 12 

: But lang-bearded maidens + 
| Saw I never nane. 1 
Z 8 
TULLOCHGORUM. $ 

_ Cons gie's a ſang the lady cry'd, g 4 | 

x And lay your diſputes all aſide, 1 
Wat nonſenſe is't for folks to chide I 
For what's been done before them. 9 
Let whig and tory a' agree, 5 | 75 
Whig and tory, whig and tory, 19 


Whig and tory a' agree, 
To drop their whipmegmorum. 
Let whig and tory a' agree, 
o ſpend the night wi' mirth and glee, 10 
And cheerfu' ſing alang wi' me, 


The reel of Tullochgorum. 
D. 4. 
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Tullochgorum's my delight, 

It gars us a? in ane unite, 

And ony ſumph that keeps up ſpite ; 
In conſcience I abhor him. 

Blithe and merry we's be a', 

Blithe and merry, blithe and merry, 

Blithe and merry we's be a?, 
To make a cheerfu' quorum, 

Blithe and merry we's be a?, 

As lang's we ha'e a breath to diaw, 

And dance till we be like to fa), 
The reel of Tullochgorum, 


There needs na? be ſo great a phraſe 
Wi' dringing dull Italian lays 
I wadna gre our ain Strathſpeys 
For half a hundred ſcore o'm. 
They're dowff and dowie at the beſt, 
Dowff and dowie, dewit and dowie, 
They're dowT and dowie at the beſt, 
Wi' a' they're variorum. 
They're dowft and dowie at the beſt, 
Their allegro's, and a' the reſt, 
They cannot pleaſe a Highland taſte, 
Compar'd wi' Tullochgorum. 


Let wardly minds themſelves oppreſs 
Wi' fear of want, and double ceſs, 
And filly ſauls themſelves diſtreſs 
Wi' keeping up decorum. 
Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky fit, 
Sour and ſuiky, four and ſulky, 
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Shall we ſac ſour and ſulky fit, 

Like auld Philolophorum ? 
Shall we fac ſour and ſulky fit, 
Wi neither ſenſe, nor mirth, nor wit, 
And canna riſe to ſhake a fit 

At the reel o' Tullochgorum ? 


S May choiceſt bleſſings ſtill attend 
Tach honeſt-hearted open friend, 
And calm and quiet be his end, 
he a that's good before him! 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
: Peace and plenty, peace and plenty, 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
And dainties a great ſtore o'm! 
| May peace and plenty be his lot, 
nſtain'd by any vicious plot? 

3 And may he never want a groat 
Tnat's fond of Tullochgorum.. 


5 But for the diſcontented fool, 

Who wants to be oppreſſion's tool, 
May envy gnaw his rotten ſoul, 
And blackeſt fiends devour him! 

| : May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
Dole and ſorrow, dole and ſorrow, 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
And honeſt ſouls abhor him! 
By dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
And a' the ills that come frae France, 
D 5 
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Whoe'er he be that winna dance 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 
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Turax's nought but care on ev'ry han” 
In ev'ry hour that paſſes, O: 
What ſignifies the life o' man, 
An? twere not for the laſſes, O. 
Green grow the raſhes, O; 
Green grow the raſhes, O ; 
The fweeteſt hours that &er I ſpend, 
Are ſpent amang the laſſes, O. 


The war'ly race may riches chace, 
An' riches ſtill may fly them, O; 
An' tho? at laſt they catch them faſt, 
Their hearts can ne'er enjoy them, O. 
Green grow, Oc. 


But gie me a canny hour at een, 
My arms about my dearie, O;. 
An' warly cares, an? warly men, 
May a' gae tapſalteerie, O! 
Green grow, Oc. 


For you ſae douſe! ye ſneer at this, 
Ye're nought but ſenſeleſs aſſes, O: 


LT 


10 


The wiſeſt man the warl' ſaw, 
He dearly lov'd the laſſes, O. 
Green grow, Oc. 


| Auld Nature ſwears, the lovely dears 


Her nobleſt works ſhe claſſes, O : 25 


Her 'prentice han? ſhe tried on man, 
And then the made the laſſes, O. 
Green grow, &c. 


F Loo'o near a laddie but ane, 
He lo'es ne'er a laſſie but me, 
He is willing to make me his ain, 
And he's ain I'm willing to be ; 


And a pair o' mittens o' green, 


The price was a kiſs o' my mou', 
And I paid the debt yeſtreen. 


TI | A The 
4 U 5 


3 My mither's ay making a fraiſe, 


hut lang e'er ſhe counted my days, 
BY O' me ſhe was brought to bed. 

& So had your tongue dear mither, 
And dinna be flyting ſae bauld, 


That we canna do weel when we're auld, 
D 6 
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| j He has coft me a rockly o' blue, ty 


Saying I'm o'er young to be wed, 10 


For we can do the thing when we're young, 15. 
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FEE HIM, FATHER, FEE HIAT. 


O ye Johnny cumin, quo? ſhe, S I 
Saw ye Johnny cumin ; Y 
O ſaw ye Johnny cumin, quo? ſhe, 0 

Saw ye Johnny cumin; . 
O ſaw ye Johnny cumin, quo? ſhe, 59 


1 


Saw ye Johnny cumin; 
Wi' his blue bonnet on his head, 4 
And his doggie rinnin, quo' ſhe, ö 
And his doggie rinnin ? 


O fee him, father, fee him, quo? ſhe, 10 
Fee him, father, fee him; i 

© fee him, father, fee him, quo? ſhe, 8 ( 
Fee him, father, fee him; 

For he is a gallant lad, and a well-doin, quo' ſhe, 


. 


And a' the wark about the houſe 15 7 
Gaes wi' me when I ſee him, quo? ſhe, N þ 
Gaes wi' me when I ſee him. a 

S ( 


O what will I do wi' him, quo? ſhe, 
What will I do wi' him? | 
He has ne'er a coat upon his back, :2 a 
And I hae nane to gi'e him. : 
E hae twa coats into my kiſt, 
And ane of them I'll gre him; 
And for a merk of mair fee 
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Dinna ſtand wi? him, quo' ſhe, 25 
Dinna ſtand wi' him. 


bs For weel do I loe him, quo? the, weel do I loe 


"os 


% 
1 

A 
£ 


f him; 
por weel do I lee him, quo' ſhe, weel do I loe 
; him. 
O fee him, father, fee him, quo? ſhe, 
Fee him, father, fee him; 30 


| i He'll ha'd the pleugh, thraſh in the barn, 


8 
5 


7 


8 
* 
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And crack wi' me at e'en, quo? ſhe, 
And crack wi' me at e'en, 


FUMBLER's RANT, 


(Cour carles a? of fumbler's ha', 
And I will tell you of vour fate, 


E Since we have married wives that's bra, 


And canna pleaſe them when 'tis late; 


A pint we'll tak our hearts to cheer z 5 


What fau'ts we hae our wives can tell; 


5 Gar bring us in baith ale and beer, 


The auldeſt bairn we hae's ourſcll. 


Chriſt'ning of weans we are redd of, 


The pariſh prieſt this he can tell; 10 


We aw him nought but a grey groat, 


The off ring for the houſe we in-dwell.. 
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Our bairns“ tocher is a' paid, 
We're maſters of the gear ourſell; 
Let either well or wae betide, 
Here's a health to a' the wives that's yell. 


Our nibour's auid ſon and the laſs, 
Into the barn amang the ſtrae, 
He gripp'd her in the dark begueſs, 
And after that came meikle wae. 
Repentance ay comes afterhin”, 
It coſt the carle baith corn and hay; 
We're quat of that wi' little din, 
Sic croſſes haunt ne'er you nor I. 


. - — 
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Now merry, merry may we be, 

When we think on our neighbour Robie, 
The way the carle does, we ſee, 

Wi' his auld ſon and doughter Maggie; 
Boots he maun hae, piſtols, what not? 

The huſſy maun hae corkit ſhoon : 
We are nae ſae; gar fill the pot, 

We'll drink to a' the hours at e'en. 
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Here's health to John Mackay we'll drink, 
To Hughie, Andrew, Bob, and Tam; 
We'll fit and drink, we'll nod and wank, 
It is o'er ſoon for us to gang. 
Foul fa' the cock, he'as ſplit the play, 
And I do trow he's but a fool, 
We'll fit a while, 'tis lang to day. 
For a? the cocks they rave at Yool, 
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4 Since we have met, we'll merry be, 


The foremoſt hame ſhall bear the mel! : 


5 pu ſet me down, leſt I be fee, 

For fear that I ſhould bear't myſell. 
And I, quoth Rob, and down ſat he, 
The gear ſhall never me outride ; 
But we'll take a ſoup of the barley brie, 
And drink to our ain yell fire-fide, 
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| Peggy. 
M, Jocky blyth, for what thou'ſt done, 


* There is nae help nor mending ; 
Por thou haſt jog'd me out of tune, 
For a' thy fair pretending. 
Muy mither ſees a change on me, 
1 For my complex1on daſhes, 
And this, alas! has been with thee 


Sac late amang the raſhes, 


Jocky. 

un Peggy, what I've ſaid I'll do, 
To free thee from her ſcouling; * 
4 Come then and let us buckle to, 
| Nae langer let's be fooling; 


10. 
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Sae lang's I live, I ne'er ſhall rue 


As firſt when 1 ſaw this country, 


88 scors soves. 


For her content I'll inſtant wed, 
Since thy complexion daſhes ; 
And then we'll try a feather-bed, 

"Tis ſafter than the raſhes. 


Peggy. 


Then, Jocky, ſince thy love's fo true, 
Let mither ſcoul, I'm ealy : 


For what I've done to pleaſe thee. 22 0 
And there's my hand I'ſe ne'er complain; WA 
Oh! well's me on the raſhes : N 
Whene'er thou likes, I'll do't again, EL. 
And a fig for a' their claſhes. W's 


GABERLUNZ IE MAN. A. 


Tus pauky auld carle came o'er the lee, I 


WY mony good eens and days to mee, A. 
Saying, Gudewife, for your courteſie, 8. 
Will ye ludge a ſilly poor man? Te 


The night was cauld, the carle was wat, 5 
And down ayont the ingle he fat ; 

My dochter's ſhouthers he *gan to clap, 

And cadgily ranted and ſang. 


O wow ! quo' he, war I 2s free 
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ow blythe and mirric wad I be! 
and 1 wad never think lang. 
| e grew canty, and icho grew fain, 
But little did her auld nunny ken 
: Vhat thir flee twa togidler war ſayen 15 
Man wooing they war lac thrang. 


And O, quo? he, an yee war as black 
5 evir the croun o' your daddy's hat, 
> Nis I war lay ye be my bak, 
nd awa wi thee I'd gang. 20 
nud O, quo ſhe, an I war as whyte 
As evir the ſnaw lay on the dyke, 
J's cleid me braw, and lady like, 


And awa wi thee I'd gang. 1 
| | 
Between the twa was made a plot: 25 8 
UHucy raiſe a wee before the cock, 'K 


Aud wylily they ſhot the lock, 
nd faſt to the bent are they gane. 
pon the morn the auld wyte raile, 
And at her lciſure pat on her claiſe ; 30 
EDync to the ſervant's bed ſcho gaes 
To {pier for the filly poor man. 


cho gaed to the bed whar the beggar lay, 
he ſtrae was cauld, he was away; 
cho clapt her hands, cry'd, dulefu day! 35 
er ſome o' our gier will be gane. 
ame ran to coffer, and ſume to kiſt, 
1 ut nought was ſtown that coud be mitt z 
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She dancid her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt! 
I have ludg'd a leil poor man. 


* 
| * . : N 
Since naething's awa as we can learn, 1 
The kirn's to kirn, and milk to yearn, 711 
Gae but the houſe, laſs, and waken my bairn, 14 
And bid her come quickly ben. 0 
The ſervant gaed quhar the dochter lay, nm & 
(The ſheits war cauld, ſcho was away) 4 
And faſt to her gudewife gan ſay, It 
Scho's aff wi the Gaberlunzie man, * 
O fy gar ride, and fy gar ryn, | : 
And haſte ye find theſe traiters agen, „A 
For ſcho's be burnt, and he's be ſlean, V 


The weirifou Gaberlunzie man. 

Some rade upo? horſe, ſome ran afit; 

The wife was wud, and out o' her wit, 

Scho coudna gang, nor yet coud ihe lit, $5 
But ay ſcho curſt and ſcho bann'd. 


Meantime, far hind out owr the lee, 

Fu ſnug in a glen, whar nane coud lee, : n 
Thir twa, in kindly fport and glee, | 
Cut frae a new cheeſe a whang. 62 
The prieving was gude; it pleas'd them baith; 
1 To lue her for ay he gae her his aith: 

0 Quo ſcho, to leave thee I will be laith, 

3 My winſum Gaberlunzie man. | 


O kend my minny I war wi you, 
IIl-fardly wad {cho crook her mou; 


42 


scors SONGs, 91 


six a poor man ſhe'd nevir trow, 

Aſter the Gaberlunzie man. 

u dear, quo he, ye tre yet our young, 
And hae nae learnt the beggars tongue, 70 
Jo fallow me frae toun to toun, 

| ; And carry the Gaberlunzie on. 


Wi kauk and keil I'll win your bread, 
And ſpinnels and quhorles for them wha need; 
Wilk is a gentle trade indeed 75 
The Gaberlunzie to carrie. 
In bow my leg, and crook my knee, 

And draw a black clout owr my eye; 

A cripple or blind they will ca me, 
While we fall fing and be merrie. 80 


BONNY DUNDEE, 


5 0 wnanx did ye get that hauver-meal bannock ? 


O filly blind body, O dinna ye ſee, 


I gat it frac a young briſk ſodger laddie, 


Between St. Johnſton and bonny Dundee. 


| RO gin I ſaw the laddie that gae me't ! 5 


Aft bas he dandled me upon his knee; 


Play Heaven protect my bonny Scots laddie, 


And ſend him ſafe hame to his babie and me. 


My bleſſin's upon thy ſweet wee lippie ! 


My bleſſin's upon thy bonny e'e brie ! 10 
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Thy ſmiles are ſae like my blyth ſodger laddie, 
Thou's ay the dearer and dearer to me! 

But I'll big a bow'r on yon bonny banks, 
Where Tay rins wimplin by ſae clear; 

And I'll cleed thee in the tartan ſae fine, 


And mak” thee a man like thy dadie dear, 


Ler's be Jovial, fill our glaſſes 
Madneſs 'tis for us to think, 

How the world is rul'd by aſſes, 
And the wiſe are rul'd by chink. 


Never let vain care oppreſs us; 
Riches are to all a ſnare. 

We're every one as rich as Crœſus, 
While our bottle drowns our care. 


Wine will make us red as roſes, 
Let us all our woes forget 

Let us, fuddling all our noſes, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of debt. 


When grim Death is looking for us, 
We are toping at our bowls; - 
Bacchus joins us in the chorus, 


Death begone! Here's none but ſouls. 
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I; January laſt, 

On Munanday at morn, 

As through the fields I paſt, 

E To view the winter corn, 

F looked me behind, 

And ſaw come o'er the know, 
And glancing in her apron, 
With a bonny brent brow. 


: I ſaid, Good-morrow, fair maid, 
And ſhe right courteouſly 
Return'd a beck, and kindly ſaid, 
Good-day, ſweet Sir, to you, 

| ſpeir'd, my dear, how far awa 
Do ye intend to gae ? 

Quoth ſhe, I mean a mile or twa 
Out o'er yon broomy brae. 


He. 


Tair maid, I'm thankfu' to my fate, 

To have ſic company; 

Tor I'm ganging ſtraight that gate, 
Where ye intend to be. 

When we had gane a mile or twain, 
I faid to her, my dow, 
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May we not lean us on this plain, 
And kiſs your bonny mou. 


She. : 


Kind Sir, ye are a wi miſtane ; 
For I am nane of theſe, 

I hope you ſome mair breeding ken, 
Than to ruffle womens claiſe: 

For may be I have choſen ane, 
And plighted him my vow, 

Wha may do wi' me what he likes, 
And kiſs my bonny mou”. 


He. 


Na, if ye are contracted, 
I hae nae mair to ſay: 
Rather than be rejected, 
I will gie o'er the play ; 
And chuſe anither will reſpect 
My love, and on me rew; 
And let me claſp her round the neck, 
And kiſs her bonny mou”. 


She. G 


O Sir, ye are proud-hearted, 
And laith to be ſaid nay, 
Elſe ye wad ne'er a ſtarted 
For ought that I did ſay; 
For women in their modeſty, 
At firſt they winna bow; 
But if we like your company, 
We'll prove as kind as you. 
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GYPSIE LADDIE. 


ne gypſies came to our good lord's gate, 
And wow but they ſang ſweetly; 

They ſang ſae ſweet, and ſae very complete, 
| That down came the fair lady. 


Ind ſhe came tripping down the ſtair, 5 
And a' her maids before her; 

A; ſoon as they ſaw her well-far'd face, 

& They cooſt the glamer o'er her. 


Bae tak frae me this gay mantile, 
And bring to me a plaidie ; 


10 
Wor if kith and kin and a' had ſworn, 
In follow the gypſie laddie. 
careen 1 lay in a weel-made bed, 
e And my good lord beſide me; 
i night I'll ly in a tenant's barn, 15 


Whatever ſhall betide me. 


come to your bed, ſays Jonny Faa, 
Oh! come to your bed, my deary ; 

f r | vow and ſwear by the hilt of my ſword, 

2 AE That your lord ſhall nae mair come near ye. 20 
dsc to bed to my Jonny Faa, 

aud I'll go to bed to my dearie; 
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For I vow and ſwear by what paſt yeſtreen, 
That my lord ſhall nae mair come near me, 


I'll mak a hap to my Jonny Faa, 
And I'll make a hap to my dearie ; 
And he's get a' the coat gaes round, 
And my lord ſhall nae mair come near me, 


And when our lord came hame at e'en, 
And ſpeir'd for his fair lady, 

The tane ſhe cry'd, and the other reply'd, 
She's awa wi' the gypſie laddie. 


Gae ſaddle to me the black, black ſteed, 
Gae ſaddle and mak him ready; 
Before that I either eat or ſleep, 
Ill gae ſeek my fair lady. 


And we were fifteen well made men, 
Altho? we were nae bonny ; 

And we were a' put down but ane, 
For a fair young wanton lady. 
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HEY JENNY COME DOWN TO JOCK. 
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ocky he came here to woo 
On ae feaſt-day when we were fu' 
And Jenny pat on her beſt array, 
When ſhe heard Jocky was come that way. 
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F lenny ſhe gaed up the ſtarr, 5 
Bac privily to change her {mock 

4 And ay ſae loud as her mither did rair, 

1 Hey, Jenny, come down to Jock. 


L Jenny ſhe came down the ſtair, 
And ſhe came bobbin and bakin ben; 10 
| ler ſtays they were lac'd, and her waiſt it was 
: jimp, 

And a bra' new-made manco gown. 

| Pocky took her be the hand, 

O Jenny, can ye fancy me? 

4 ly father is dead, and he 'as left me ſome land, 
And bra' houſes twa or three; 16 


aal will gie them a' to thee. 
B A haith, quo' Jenny, I fear you mock. 

Then foul fa* me gin I ſcorn thee ; 

I If ye'll be my Jenny, I'll be your Jock. 20 
Nenny lookit, and ſyne ſhe leugh, 

Le c firſt maun get my mither's conſent. 
Reel, goodwife, and what ſay ye ? 
& Quo? ſhe, Jock, I'm weel content. 


Ycnny to her mither did ſay, 
O mither, fetch us ſome good meat; 
piece of the butter was kirn'd the day, 


That Jocky and I thegither may cat. 
Vol. II. 
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Jocky unto Jenny did ſay, 
Jenny, my dear, I want nae meat ; " 

It was nae for meat that I came here, 
But a' for the love of you, Jenny, my dey, 


Then Jocky and Jenny were led to their bed, 
And Jocky he lay neiſt the ſtock ; 

And five or fix times e'er break of day, 3 
He aſk'd at Jenny how ſbe lik'd Jock. 


Quo? Jenny, dear Jock, you gie me content, 3 

I bleſs my mither for gieing conſent : 

And on the next morning before the firſt cock, 

. Our Jenny did cry, I dearly love Jock. » B 


if j Jenny ſhe gaed up the gait, Hi 
# WY a green gown as fide as her ſmock ; f. 
ö And ay ſae loud as her mither did rair, If 


Vow firs! has nae Jenny got Jock. 


JEANY, WHERE HAST THOU BEEN. 


O Jzaxy, Jeany, where haſt thou been? 
Father and mother are ſeeking of thee, 
Ye have been ranting, playing the wanton, 
Keeping of Jocky company. 
0 O B-tcy, I've been to hear the mull clack, 
0 Getting meal ground for the family, 
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8, /::v as it gade, I brang hame the ſack, 
For the miller has taken nae mowter frae nie. 


| a! Jeany, Jeany, there's meal on your back, 
Ihe miller's a wanton billy, and flee, 10 
Fuo' victual's come hame again hale, whatrech, 

I fear he has taken his mowter aff thee, 

%, Betty, ye ſpread your linen to bleach, 

pen that was done, where cou'd you be 2 

| laſs, I ſaw ye /liþ down by the hedge, 15 
Aud wanton Willy was following thee, 


&r, Jeany, Jeany, ye gade to the kirk 
55 But when it ſkaild, where cou'd thou be ? 
Tc came nae hame till it was mirk, 
They ſay the kiſſing clerk came wi' ye. 
ally laſhe, what wilt thou do? 
If thou grow great, they'll heez thee high: 
bt to your ſell, if Jock prove true, 
De clerk frae creepies will keep me free, 


20 


JENNY DANG THE WEAVER, 


P uiTHER dear, I "gin to fear, 

Wy [10 I'm baith good and bonny, 
inna keep; for in my ſleep, 

1 | ſtart and dream of Johnny. 

en Johnny then comes down the glen, 
To woo me, dinna hinder ; 
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But with content gi” your conſent, 
For we twa ne'er can finder. 


Better to marry, than miſcarry ; 


For ſhame and ſkaith's the clink o't ; 
To thole the dool, to mount the ſtool, 
I downa bide to think o't ; 
Sae while 'tis time, I'll ſhun the crime, 
That gars poor Epps gae whinging, 
With haunches fow, and een ſae blew, 1 : 
To all the bedrals binging. | 
B 


Had Eppy's apron bidden down, 
The kirk had ne'er a kend it; 
But when the word's gane thro' the town, 
Alake how can ſhe mend it! — 
Now Tam maun face the miniſter, 
And ſhe maun mount the pillar : 
And that's the way that they maun gae, 
For poor folk hae nae filler, 


— 
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Now had ye'r tongue, my doughter young, 
Replied the kindly mither, 

Get Johnny's hand in haly band, 
Syne wap your wealth togither. 

I'm o' the mind, if he be kind, 

' Yell do your part diſcreetly ; 

And prove a wife, will gar his life, 
And barrel run right ſweetly. 
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JENNY NET TLS. 


42 


| Su ye Jenny Nettles, 

lenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, 

I Sam ye Jenny Nettles, 

Coming frae the market; 

Bag and baggage on her back, 

| Her fee and bountith in her lap; 
Bag and baggage on her back, 


- 
* 


| And a baby in her oxter. 


Gr 


1 met ayont the kairney, 

Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, E 
Singing to her bairny, 

Robin Rattle's baſtard; 

To flee the dool, upo? the tool, 

And ilka ane that mocks her, 

She round about, ſeeks Robin out, 15 
= To ſtap it in his oxter. 


Ty, fy ! Robin Rattle, 

Kobin Rattle, Robin Rattle; 

y, fy! Robin Rattle, 

Uſe Jenny Nettles kindly ; 20 
core out the blame, and ſhun the ſhame, 

And without mair debate o't, 

a hame your wain, make Jenny fain, 

The leel and leeſome gate o't. 
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KIND HEARTED NANCY, 


Iu go to the green wood, 
Juo' Nancy, quo? Nancy, 

I'll go to the green wood, 
Quo? kind hearted Nancy. 


O what an' I come after you? 
Quo? Wilſy, quo? Willy ; 
O what an' I come after you? 
Quo? ſla cow'rdly Willy. 


And what gif ye come back again ? 


Quo? Nancy, quo? Nancy: 
And what gif ye come back again ? 
Quo? kind hearted Nancy. 


But what gif I ſhou'd lay thee down? 


Quo? Wilſy, quo? Willy ; 
What gif I ſhou'd lay thee down ? 
Quo' ſlaw cow'rdly Wilſy. 


And what gif I can rife again? 
Quo? Nancy, quo? Nancy; 
And what gif I can rile again ? 
Quo? kind hearted Nancy. 


O but what if I get you wi' bairn ? 
Quo' Wilſy, quo? Willy ; 
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O what gif I get you wi' bairn ? 
Quo” fla cow'rdly Willy. 


If you can get it I can bear't, 
Quo' Nancy, quo? Nancy; 
If you can get it I can bear't, 
Quo? kind hearted Nancy. 


Whar'l we get a cradle till't? 
Quo? Wilſy. quo? Willy ; 
Whar'l we get a cradle till't ? 

Quo? ſla cow'rdly Willy. 


There's plenty o' wood in Norway, 
Quo? Nancy, quo' Nancy 

There's plenty o' wood in Norway, 
Quo? kind hearted Nancy. 


Whar'l we get a cradle-belt ? 
Quo? Wilſy, quo? Willy ; 
Whar'l we get a cradle-belt ? 
Quo? fla cow'rdly Willy. 


Your garters and mine, 
Quo? Nancy, quo? Nancy; 
Your garters and mine, 


Quo? kind hearted Nancy. 


Then whar'l I tie my beaſtie to ? 
Quo? Wilſy, quo? Willy ; 
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ben whar'l I tie my beaſtie to? 
o' fla cow'rdly Willy. 


Tye bim to my muckle tae, 
Quo? Nancy, quo? Nancy ; ge 
Tye him to my muckle tae, 


Quo? kind hearted Nancy, 


O what gif he ſhould run awa? ? 
Quo' Wilſy, quo? Willy ; 

O what gif he ſhould run awa? ? 55 
Quo? ſla cowrdly Willy. 


Deil gae wi' you, ſteed and a', 
Quo? Nancy, quo' Nancy; 
Deil gae wi' you, ſteed and a', 


Quo? kind hearted Nancy. 00 


JOHN OCHILTREE, 


Hoxesr man John Ochiltree; 
Mine ain auld John Ochiltree, 
Wilt thou come o'er the moor to me, 


And dance as thou was wont to do? 
Alake, alake, I wont to do! 

Ohon, ohon ! I wont to do ! 
Now wont-to-do's awa' frae me, 


Frae filly auld John Ochiltree. 
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ET Honeſt man, John Ochiltree ; 
Mine ain auld John Ochiltree : 
Come anes out o'er the moor to me, 
And do what thou dow to do. 
Alake, alake! I dow to do! 
Walaways! I dow todo! 

To whoſt and hirple o'er my tree, 

My bonny moor-powt, is a' I may do. 


Walaways! John Ochiltree, 

y For many a time I tell'd to thee, 
Thou rade ſae faſt by fea and land; 
And wadna keep a bridle hand; 
Thou'd tine the beaſt, thyſell wad die, 
My ſilly auld John Ochiltree. 
Come to my arms, my bonny thing, 
And cheer me up to hear thee ſing ; 
And tell me o'er a' we hae done, 


© Gae thy ways, John Ochiltree : 
© Hae done! it has nae ſae wi me. 
In ſet the beaſt in thro? the land, 

* She'll may be fa” in a better hand; 
Even ſit thou there, and drink thy fill, 


For I'll do as I wont to do ſtill. 


E 5 


For thoughts maun now my life ſuſtain. 
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KIRK WAD LET ME BE, 


I was anes a weel tocher'd laſs, 
My mither left dollars to me ; 
But now I'm brought to a poor paſs, 
My ſtepdame has gart them flee. 
My father is aften frae hame, 
And ſhe plays the deil with his gear; 
She neither has lawtith nor ſhame, 
And keeps the hale houſe in a ſteer, 


She's barmy-fac'd, thriftleſs and bauld, 
And gars me aft fret and repine ; I; 
While hungry, ha'f-naked and cauld, 
I ſee her deſtroy what is mine: 
But ſoon I might hope a revenge, 
And ſoon of my forrows be free, 
My poortith to plenty wad change, i 
If ſhe were ung up on a tree. 


Quoth Ringan, wha lang time had loo'd 11 
This bonny laſs tenderly, FX 
I'll tak thee, ſweet May, in thy ſnood, 14 
Gif thou wilt gae hame with me. Vo. 
"Tis only yourſell that I want, F 
Your kindneſs 1s better to me W He 
Than a? that your ſtepmother, ſcant E 


Of grace, now has taken frac thee, 
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m but a young farmer, it's true, 

. And ye are the ſprout of a laird; 

3 But I have milk cattle enou', 

And routh of good rucks in my yard; 
© Ye ſhall have naething to faſh ye, 

= Sax ſervants ſhall jouk to thee : 
Then kilt up thy coats, my laſſie, 
And gae thy ways hame with me. 


The maiden her reaſon employed, 

| Not thinking the offer amils, 
Conſented, —while Ringan o'erjoy'd, 
| 2 Receiv'd her with mony a kiss. 

4 And now ſhe fits blythly ſingan, 

And joking her drunken ſtepdame, 
= Dclighted with her dear Ringau, 

= That makes her goodwife at hame. 


Tune, Lat time I came oer the Muir. 


I V. blytheſt lads, and laſſes gay, 
Har what my ſang diſcloſes: 


As I ae morning ſleeping lay, 
pon a bank of roſes, 
© Young Jamie whiſking o'er the mead, 
By good luck chanc'd to ſpy me; 
He took his bonnet aff his head, 
And ſaſtly ſat down by me. 
E 6 
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Jamie, tho? I right meikle priz'd, 
Yet now I wadna ken him; 

But with a frown my face diſguis'd, 
And ſtrave away to ſend him. 

But fondly he {till nearer preſt, 
And by my ſide down lying, 

His beating heart thumped ſae faſt, 15 

I thought the lad was dying. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
An angry paſſion feigning, 
J aften roughly ſhot him by, 
With words full of diſdaining. 20 
Poor Jamie bawk'd, nae favour wins, 
Went aff much diſcontented ; 
But I, in truth, for a' my fins 
Ne'er haff fac fair repented. 


LOW DOWN.IN THE BROOM. 


M daddy 1s a canker'd caxle, 
He'll nae twine wr his gear 

My minny ſhe's a ſcalding wife, 
Hads a' the houſe a- ſteer: 


But let them ſay, or let them do, 5 


Ie a' ane tome; 
For he's low down, he's in ibe broom, 
That's waiting on me: 
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IVaiting on me my love, 
He's waiting on me; 


That's wailing on me. 


ö My aunty Kate fits at her wheel, 
And fair ſhe lightlies me; 

But weel ken I it's a' envy, 
For ne'er a jo has the. 


© 


uh [ns ITS 


| But let them. &c. 

My coufin Kate was fair beguil'd 
i: Wi' Johnny i the glen ; 

$ And ay ſinfyne ſhe cries, Beware 
4 Of falſe deluding men. 

; But let them, &c. 


© Gleed Sandy he came weſt ae night, 
And ſpeir'd when I ſaw Pate; 

And ay ſinſyne the neighbours round 
© They jeer me air and late. 


But let them, &c. 


= Now Jenny [he's gane down the broom, 
And it's to meet wi” Pate; 

= But what they ſaid, or what they did, 
Tir needleſs to repeat: 


But they ſeem'd blyth and weel content : 


= Se merry mat they be; 
q For a conſtant fwain has Patie prov'd, 
= 4nd nac leſs kind was ſbe. 


1 


Tar he's low down he's in the broom, 
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Teave waited on me, my love, 
Yeave waited on me, 

Ye ave waned lang amang the broom, 
Now I am bound to thee : 


Sae let them ſay or let them do, 42 : 
"Tis a' ane to me; / 
For I have vow'd to love you, lad, 
Until the day I die. 
LASS WP A LUMP O LAND. : 
Go: me a laſs wi' a lump of land, | i 
And we for life ſhall gang thegither, 8 
Tho? daft or wiſe, I'll never demand, N ] 
Or black, or fair, it makeſna whether. % 
I'm aff wi' wit, and beauty will fade, ; 


And blood alane is no worth a ſhilling, 
But ſhe that's rich, her market's made, f 
For ilka charm about her is killing. x | 


Gi'e me a laſs wi' a lump of land, 
And in my boſom I'll hug my treaſure; 10 
Gin I had ance her gear in my hand, 
Should love turn dowf, it will find pleaſure. 
Laugh on wha likes, but there's my hand, 
I hate with poortith, though bouny, to meddle, 
Unleſs they bring caſh, or a lump of land, 15 
Theyle ne'er get me to dance to their fiddle. 
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There's meikle good love in bands and bags, 
And filler and gowd's a ſweet complexion; 
For beauty, and wit, and virtue in rags, 


Have tint the art of gaining affection: 20 


Love tips his arrows with woods and parks, 

And caſtles, and rigs, and muirs, and meadows, 
And naething can catch our modern ſparks 

But well tocher'd laſſes or jointur'd widows. 


MY JO JANET. 


Jwezr Sir, for your courteſie, 
When ye come by the Baſs then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a keeking-glaſs then. 
Keek into the draw-well, Janet, Janet ; 5 
And there ye'll ſee your bonny ſell, my jo Janet, 


Keeking in the draw-well clear, 
What if I ſhou'd fa? in, 
Syne a' my kin will ſay and ſwear, 
I drown'd myſell for ſin. 10 
Had the better be the brae, Janet, Janet; 
Had the better be the brae, my jo Janet, 


Good Sir, for your courteſie, 


Coming through Aberdeen then, 
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For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pair of ſhoon then. 

Clout the auld, the new are dear, Janet, Janet; 

Ae pair may gain ye ha't a year, my jo Janet, 


1 


But what if dancing on the green, rs 
And ſkipping like a mawking, T V 
If they ſhould fee my clouted thoon, „ 
Of me they will be tauking. 11. 
Dance ay laigh, and late at een, Janet, Janet. = 
Syne a' their faults will no be ſeen, my jo Jane, MW w. 
Kind Sir, for your courteſie, 26 Wc: 
When ye go to the crols then, 
For the love ye bear to me, N ; 


Buy me a pacing-horfe then. | 
Pace upo' your ſpinning wheel, Janet, Janet; | ; 


Pace upo' your ſpinning wheel, my jo Janet, zo $1! 
My ſpinning-wheel is auld and Riff, 2 
The rock o't winna ſtand, Sir, 
To keep the temper-pin in tiff, A 


Employs aft my hand, Sir. 


Mak the beſt o't that ye can, Janet, Janet; 33 


But like it never wale a man, my jo Janet, PV 
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| MY DADDY FORBADE, MY MINNY FORBADE. 


Wi I think on my lad, I ſigh and am ſad, 
; For now he 1s far frae me. 

My daddy was harſh, my minny was warſe, 

* That gart him gae yont the ſea, 
Without an eſtate, that made him look blate 
And yet a brave lad is he. 


Cin ſafe he come hame, in ſpite of my dame, 
He'll ever be welcome to me. 
g 


7 


Love ſpeirs nae advice of parents o'er wiſe, 
That have but ae bairn like me, 

5 hat looks upon caſh, as naething but traſh, 

' That ſhackles what ſhou'd be free. 

And though my dear lad not ae penny had, 

; vince qualities better has he ; 

Abeit I'm an heireis, I think it but fair is, 

* To love him, ſince he loves me. 


Then, my dear Jamie, to thy kind Jeanie, 
Haſte, haſte thee in o'er the ſea, 

To her wha can find nae eaſe in her mind, 

; Without a blyth fight of thee. 


5 


10 


15 


28 


; Tho' my daddy forbade, and my minny forbade, 


Forbidden I will not be 
For fince thou alone my favour haſt won, 


Nane elfe ſhall &er get it for me. 
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Yet them I'll not grieve, or without their lea, 

Gi'e my hand as a wife to thee; = 

Be content with a heart that can never deſert, I Ar 

Till they ceaſe to oppoſe or be. e. 

My parents may prove yet friends to our love, 
When our firm reſolves they ſee; 

Then I with pleaſure will yield up my treaſure, 
And a? that love orders, to thee. 


THE MALTMAN, 


Tur maltman comes on Munanday, 
He craves wondrous fair, 
A Cries, dame, come gi'e me my filler, 
Or malt ye'll ne'er get mair. 


I took him into the pantry, a H 
And gave him ſome good cock-broo, 

Syne paid him upon a gantree, A 
As hoſtler wives ſhould do. 
When maltmen come for filler, V 

And gaugers wi' wands o'er ſoon, 10 
Wives, tak them a' down to the cellar, I 
And clear them as I have done. b 


This bewith, when cunzy is ſcanty, 

Will keep them frae making din, 
The knack I learn'd frae an auld aunty, l 
The ſnackeſt of a' my kin. 


KC 
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nue maltman is right cunning, | 4 
1 f 4 
B But I can be as flee, 44k 
4 And he may crack of his winning, 0 
When he clears ſcores wr me: 20 1 
| { For come when he likes I'm ready; * 
But if frac hame I be, vi 
* : kind lad 5 
i Let him wait on our kind lady, a 
She'I anſwer a bill for me. 
| + | 4 
* N 
. * 
rl SES FH 6 1 
| — g 
9 wh 
: Y hes ( 
E; THE MILLER. 5 
' Fa 
"i Mrzzy may the maid be 1 
That marries the miller, | 4 
For foul day and fair day 1 
He's ay bringing till her; 1 
Has ay a penny in his purſe 8 . 5 
Por dinner and for ſupper; 1 | 
And gin ſhe pleaſe, a good fat cheeſe, | by 
And lumps of yellow butter. 95 


W When Jamie firſt did woo me, 
| I ſpeir'd what was his calling ; 16 14 


Fair maid, ſays he, O come and ſee, | | 4 
Ye're welcome to my dwelling : % 
Though I was ſhy, yet I cou'd ſpy | F, 
The truth of what he told me, | iy 
And that his houſe was warm and couth, 15 [ s | 
And room in it to hold me. f 5 
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Behind the door a bag of meal, 
And in the kiſt was plenty 
Of good hard cakes his mither bakes, 
And bannocks were na ſcanty ; 
A good fat ſow, a fleeky cow 
| Vas ftandin in the byre; 5 
! Whilſt lazy pouſs with mealy mouſe | | V 
| Was playing at the fire. 


Y 
: 
Good ſigns are theſe, my mither ſays, 2; ' 

1 And bids me tak the miller ; Ri 
4 For foul day and fair day . 
3 He's ay bringing til! her; : 
4 For meal and malt ſhe does na want, | 
Nor ony thing that's dainty ; 3 | 

And now and then a keckling hen M 
To lay her eggs in plenty. 4 


In winter when the wind and rain 
Blows o'er the houſe and byre, © Fe 
He ſits beſide a clean hearth ſtane 3393 
Before a rouſing fire; f 
With nut- brown ale he tells his tale, 3 
Which rows him o'er fou nappy : 4 
Who'd be a king—a petty thing, i 
When a miller lives ſo happy ? 4 


—O— ——— x 
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MAGGY LAUDER. 


W. wad na be in love 


i Wi' bonny Maggy Lauder? 
A piper met her gaun to Fife, 


And ſpeir'd what was't they ca'd her ; 


; Right ſcornfully ſhe anſwer'd him, 


Begone, yon hallanſhaker, 


Jo on your gate, you bladderſkate, 


3? 


4 


My name is Maggy Lauder. 


3 : 
4 


Maggy, quoth he, and by my bags, 
f I'm fidging fain to fee thee ; 


| Sit down by me, my bonny bird, 


In troth I winna ſteer thee 


For I'm a piper to my trade, 


"a 


My name 1s Rob the Ranter, 


The laſſes loup as they were daft 


When I blaw up my chanter. 


Piper. quoth Meg, hae you your bags, 


Or is your drone in order; 


ir vou be Rob, I've heard of you, 


Live you upo? the border? 
he laſſes a', baith far and near, 
Have heard of Rob the Ranter; 


u make my foot wi? right good will 


Gif you'll blaw up your chanter. 


* 


10 


13 
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Then to his bags he flew wi' ſpeed, 
About the drone he twiſted ; 

Meg up and wallop'd o'er the green, 
For brawly could ſhe friſk it. 

Weel done, quoth he, play up, quoth ſhe, 
Weel bob'd, quoth Rob the Ranter, 

"Tis worth my while to play indeed; 
When I hae ſic a dancer. 


Weel hae you play'd your part, quoth Meg, 
Your cheeks are like the crimſon ; 
There's nane in Scotland plays ſae weel, 
Since we loſt Habby Simpſon. 

I've liv'd in Fife, baith maid and wife, 
Thele ten years and a quarter 

Gin you ſhould come to Enſter fair, 
Speir ye for Maggy Lauder. 


25 
—_ 


MUIRLAND WILLIE. 


Haxxex and I will tell you how 

Young muirland Willie came to woo, 

Tho? he cou'd neither ſay nor do; 
The truth I tell to you. 

But ay he cries, Whate'er betide, 

Maggy I'ſe hae her to be my bride, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 
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on his grey yade as he did ride, 
N vie durk and piſtol by his ſide, 
le prick'd her on wi' meikle pride, 13 
F WY meikle mirth and glee, 
Put o'er yon moſs, out o'er yon muir, 
Fill he came to her dady's door, 


With a ſal, dal, &c. 


Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 15 
I'm come your doughter's love to win, 
carena for making meikle din; 
What anſwer gi' ye me? 
(ow, wooer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down, 
I gie ye my doughter's love to win, 20 
* Wrih a fal, dal, &c. 


Now wooer, fin? ye are lighted down, 
EWhere do ye won, or in what town? 
think my doughter winna gloom, 
On fic a lad as ye. 25 
The wooer he ſtep'd into the houſe, 
. And wow but he was wondrous crouſe, 


1 With a fal, dat, &c. 


6 I have three . in a pleugh, 
WT wa gude ga'en yades, and gear enough, 30 
he place they ca' it Cadeneugh; 
ſcorn to tell a lie: 
Beſides, I hae frae the great laird, 
WA peat-pat, and a lang kail-yard, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 35 
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The maid put on her kirtle brown, | 
She was the braweſt in a' the town; s - 
I wat on him the didna gloom, Th 

But blinkit bonnilie. 
The lover he ſtended up in haſte, 
And gript her hard about the waſte, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


at 
— 


In 


Ry C7 
- x =; 


To win your love, maid, I'm come here, 
I'm young, and hae enough o' gear; 
And for myſell you needna fear, 
Troth try me whan you like, 
He took aff his bonnet, and ſpat out his chow, 
He dighted his gab, and he prie'd her mou”, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


FRY 
1 * a 4 . 1 7 
OR READ, tori 9rd apt TY. FART rr 


4 


3 r 7 


9 . 
has] 
4 


The maiden bluſh'd and bing'd fu law, 5 
She hadua will to ſay him na, 
But to her daddy ſhe left it a?, 
As they twa cou'd agree. 
The lover he gae her the tither kiſs, 
Syne ran to her daddy and tell'd him this, {© WW 
With a fal, dal, &c. 5 


Your doughter wad na ſay me na, 
But to yourſell ſhe's left it a?, 
As we cou'd *gree between us twa ; . 
Say, what'll ye gie me wi' her? 11 
Now, wooer, quo' he, I hae na meikle, 
But ſic's I hae, ye's get a pickle, 2 
With a fal, dal, &c. "SY 


SCOTS SIOKGS, 


A kilnfu? of corn I'll gie to thee, 


LY e's hae the wadding dinner free; 
Troth I dow do nae mair. 
Content, quo? he, a bargain be't, 

I'm far frac hame, mak haſte, let's do't, 


With a fal, dal, &c. 


The bridal-day it came to paſs, 

Wi' mony a blythſome lad and laſs; 

But ſicken a day there never was, 

Sic mirth was never ſcen. 

This winſome couple ſtraked hands, 

| Meſs John ty'd up the marriage-bands, 

| IWith a fal, dal, &c. 

And our bride's maidens were na few, 

Wi' tap-knots, lug-knots, a' in blew, 

rac tap to tae they were bra? new, 
And blinkit bonnilie. 

Their toys and mutches were ſae clean, 


| They glanced in our ladſes' een, 
mi e fal, dal, &e. | 


1 


Bar +a , TOES 
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Sic hirdum, dirdum, and ſic din, 
I i he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; 
re minſtrels they did never blin?, 
| WY meikle mirth and glee. 
Aud ay they bobit, and ay they beck*t, 
Lud ay their wames together met, 


With a fal, dal, &c, | 
Vol. II, F 


Three ſonms of ſheep, twa good milk kye, 
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MAGGIE's TOCHER, 


Tu meal was dear ſhort ſyne, 
We buckled us a' thegither ; 
And Maggie was in her prime, 
When Willie made courtſhip till her, 
Twa piſtols charg'd begueſs, 
To gre the courting lhot ; 
And ſyne came ben the laſs, 
Wi' {wats drawn frae the butt, 
He firſt ſpeir'd at, the guidman, 


And ſyne at Giles the mither, 1. 


An ye wad gie's a bit of land, 
We'd buckle us e'en thegither. 


My doughter ye ſhall hae, 
I'll gi'e you her by the hand 


But I'll part wi' my wife, by my fay, I; 


Or I part wi' my land. 
Your tocher it fall be good, 
There's nane fall hae its maik, 
The laſs bound in her ſnood, 
And Crummie wha kens her ſtaik; 2 
Wi' an auld bedding o' claiths, 
Was left me by my mither, 
They're jet-black o'er wi' fleas, 
Ye may cuddle in them thegither. 
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Ye ſpeak right weel, guidman, 

But ye maun mend your hand, 
And think o' modeſty, 

Gia you'll not quat your land. 
We are but young, ye ken, 

And now we're gaun thegither, 
A houſe is but and ben, 


And Crummie will want their fother. 


The bairns are coming on, 


And they'll cry, O their mither ! 


Weave nouther pat nor pan, 
But four bare legs thegither. 


Your tocher's be good enough, 
For that you needna fear, 
Twa good tilts to the pleugh, 
And ye yourſell maun ſteer: 
Ye fall hae twa good pocks 
That ance were o' the tweel, 
The tane to ha'd the groats, 
Ihe ither to ha'd the meal: 
WY an auld kiit made o' wands, 
And that fall be your coffer, 
Wi' aiken woody bends, 
And that may ha'd your tocher, 


Conſider well, guidman, 

We hae but borrow'd gear, 
The horſe that I ride on 

Is Sandy Wilſon's mare; 
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The ſaddle's nane o' my ain, 
And thae's but barrow'd boots, 
And whan that I gae hame, 
I maun tak to my coots; 
The cloak is Geordy Watt's, - 
That gars me look ſae crouſe ; 
4 Come, fill us a cogue of ſwats, | N 
| We'll mak nae mair toom rooſe. 'F 


N 


I like you weel, young lad, 
For telling me fae plain, $9 

I married whan little I had 5 
| O' gear that was my ain. 'k 

i But fin that things are ſae, wy 
4 The bride ſhe maun come forth, 
| 


hee Fo tA * 


* 
* 
8 * 4 * * 5 . P - A . . — 
6a de 2. . r 


Tho' a' the gear ſhe'll hae 

'Twill be but little worth. 
A bargain it maun be, 

Fy cry on Giles the mither 70 
Contented am I, quo' ſhe, 

E'en gar the hiſhe come hither, 


x _= A 


The bride ſhe gade to her bed, 
The bridegroom he cam till her; 
The fiddler crap in at the fit, 15 
And they cuddle'd it a' thegither. | 
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SCORNFU' NANSY. 


| Naxsr's to the green wood gane, 

* To hear the gowdſpink chatt'ring, 

And Willie he has followed her, 

Io gain her love by flatt'ring : 

But a' that he cou'd fay or do, 5 

i She geck'd and ſcorned at him; 

And ay whan he began to woo, 

She bad him mind wha gat him, 

© What ails ye at my dad, quoth he, 

> My minny, or my aunty ? ro 
With crowdymoudy they fed me, 

> Langkail and rantytanty : 

Wich bannocks of good barley-meal, 

Of thae there was right plenty, 


- 


Wi' chapped kail butter'd fu? weel ; T5 
* And was not that right dainty ? 


Altho' my daddy was nae laird, 

(Tis daffin to be vaunty), 

He keepit ay a good kail-yard, 

# 4A ha” houſe, and a pantry; 20 
A good blue bonnet on his head, 

An o'erlay bout his craigy ; 
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And ay until the day he died = ? 
He rade on good ſhanks-naigy. 5 


Now wae and wonder on your ſnout, 
Wad ye hae bonny Nanſy ? 

Wad ye compare yourſell to me, 

A doken to a tanſy? 

I hae a wooer o' my ain, 
They ca? him ſouple Sandy, 20 

And weel I wat his bonny mou? Bt 
Is ſweet like ſugarcandy. 


. Wow, Nanſy, what needs a' this din ? 
bi Do I not ken this Sandy ? 
4 I'm ſure the chief of a' his kin 35 
Was Rab the beggar randy; 
His minny Meg upo' her back 
Bare baith him and his billy; * 
0 Will ye compare a naſty pack 17 
10 To me your winſome Willy? 23 


5 * 7 14 1 ? * 4 4 4 2 a * #+ 
r o o 


My gutcher left a good braid ſword, 8 
Tho? it be auld and ruſty, 
Yet ye may tak it on my word, a 4 
It is baith ſtout and truſty : 
And if I can but get it drawn, 45 : 4 
Which will be right uneaſy, = 
I ſhall lay baith my lugs in pawn, 
That he ſhall get a heezy. 


g | Then Nanſy turn'd her round about, 
And ſaid, Did Sandy hear ye, 
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Fe wadna miſs to get a clout ; 
I ken he diſna fear ye: 
See ha'd your tongue and ſay nae mair, 
| Set ſomewhere elſe your fancy ; 
Por as lang's Sandy's to the fore, 
Ye never thall get Nanſy. 


l Beſides I hae ſeven milk-ky, 


And yet for a' my good ky 
Ihe laddie winna hae me. 


. My daddy's a delver of dykes, 
. And I'm a fine fudgel laſs, 


The filler comes linkin in, 
And it's fu' fair to ſee, 
And fifty times wow, O wow 

What ails the lads at me? 
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Tis 1 have ſev'n braw new gowns, 7 
And ither ſev'n better to mak, 
for a' my new gowns, 
My wooer has turn'd his back, 
[4 
And Sandy he has but three; 
My mither can card and ſpin, 10 
And the filler comes linkin in; 
1.5. 
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Whencyer our bawty does bark, 
Then faſt to the door I rin, 
To ſee gin ony young ſpark 
Will light and vcature but in: 
But never a ane will come in, | 
Tho? mony a ane gaes by, A 
Syne far hen he howle J rin, 


Afid a weary wight am I, Ha 
Pu! 

When I was at my firſt prayers, t [lb 
I prayed but ance in the year; ww 

I with'd for x handſome young lad, For 
And a lad wi' muckle gear. NM. 


When I was at my neiſt pray ers, 
I pray'd but now and than; Mm ; 
I faſh'd na“ my head about gear, 


If I gat but a handſome young man, "i 

Al 

But now when I'm at my laſt prayers, 0 

I pray on baith night and day, Y : 
And O! if a beggar wad come, 25 ; 
With that ſame beggar I'd gae. 
And O! what will come o' me! ; 


And O! and what'll I do? 
That ſic a braw laſſie as I 
Shou'd dic for a wooer I trow. 
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| NORLAND jockx. 


| A Sourul AND Jenny, that was right bonny,. 
lad for a ſuitor a Norland Johnny; 

But he was ſicken a baſhful wooer, 

That he cou'd ſcarcely ſpeak unto her; 

"Till blinks o' her beauty, and hopes o' her filler, 
Forced him at laſt to tell his mind till her. 6 
My dear, quoth he, we'll nae langer tarry, 

Gin ye can loo me, let's o'er the muir and marry.. 


She. 


Come, come awa' then, my Norland laddie, 
© Tho! we gang neatly, ſome are mair gawdy; 1. 
And albeit I have neither gowd nor money, 
Come, and I'l ware my beauty on thee. 

He. 

Ive laſſes o' the ſouth, ye're a? for dreſſing; 
Laſtes o' the north mind milking and threſhing; 
My minny wad be angry, and ſae wad my dady, 
Should I marry ane as dink as a lady; 16 
For I maun hae a wife that will rife i' the mor- 
. ning, 

Crude a' the milk, and keep the houſe a' ſcold- 
| ing, 
{1 oolie wi? her nei'bours, and learn at my minny. 
A Norland Jocky maun hae a Norland Jenov, 
Es 


"<4 
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She. 


My father's only daughter, and twenty cheufad 
pound, 

Shall never be beſtow'd on fic a filly clown 

For a' that I faid was to try what was in ye, 

Gae hame, ye Norland Jock, and court your Ny. 
land Jenny. 


BIDE YE YET. 


Gm I had a wee houſe and a canty wee fire, 
A bonny wee wife to praiſe and admire; 
A bonny wee yardie alide a wee burn, 
Farewell to the bodies that yamer and mourn. 
And byde ye yet, and byde ye yet, 
Ye little ken what may bettide you het, 
Some bonny wee bodies may be my lol, 
And I'll ay be canty o' thinking 0, 


When I gang afield, and come hame at e'en, 
I'll get my wee wifie fou neat and fou clean; 
And a bonnie wee bairnie upon her knee; 
That will cry papa or dady to me.] 

And bide ye yet, &c. 


And if there ſhould happen ever to be, 
A difference a'tween my wee wifie and me; 


© > 3% 3 . * * 


4 * 


0 $COTS SONGS, TT . | 
* Tn hearty good humour although ſhe be teaz'd, 5 
i Ie kiſs her and clap her untll ſhe be pleas'd. 13 
ei bide e Het, &c. | 
| 3 
A RANTING ROVING LAD. 1 
| Ms tove was born in Aberdeen, x 
Ihe bonnieſt lad that e'er was ſeen ; | 1 
O he is forced frae me to gae, 5 
* Over the hills and far away. We 
{A 
O he's a ranting roving laddie ; 5 4 
O he's a briſk and a bonny laddie; 0 K 
| Betide what will, I'll get me ready, 1 
a And follow the lad wi' the Highland plaidie. i 
; ſ 


I'll ſell my rock, my reel, my tow, 
My gude grey mare and hacket cow, 10 


— —ů — 


— ard, 
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> To buy my love a tartan plaid, 7 
| Becauſe he is a roving blade. vs 
| p 
| O he's a ranting roving laddie, 51 
O he's a briſk and bonny laddie, . 
+ Betide what will, I'll get me ready, I 5; 7 
To follow the lad wi' the Highland plaidie. . 
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Tune, — Jenny dang the weaver. 


As I came in by Fiſherraw, 
Muſſelburgh was near me; 

I threw aff my muſsle pock, 
And courted wi' my deary.. 


O had her apron bidden down, 
The kirk wad ne'er ha kend it; 

But ſince the word's gane through the town, 
My dear, I canna mend it. 


But ye maun mount the cutty-ſtool; 
And I maun mount the pillar ; 

And that's the way that poor folks do, 
Becauſe they hae nae filler. 

. 

Up ſtairs, down ſtairs, 
Timber ftairs fears me. 

I thought it lang to ly my lane, 
When I'm ſae near my dearie. 


Tan ſhepherd's wife cries o'er the lee, 
Come hame will ye, come hame will ye * 


15 


: 
i 
2 
| 


| What will ye gie me to my ſupper, 5 
Gin I come hame, gin I come hame ? 
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The ſhepherd's wife cries o'er the lee, 
Come hame will ye again e'en, jo? 


| What will ye gie me to my ſupper, 


Gin I come hame again e'en, jo? 


Ye's get a panfu' of plumpin parage ;. 
And butter in them, and butter in them; 10 


Yes get a panfu' of plumpin parage, 


Gin ye'U come hame again e'en jo. 


Ha, ha, how, it's naething that dow; 
I winna come hame, and I canna come hame. 


Ila, ha, how, it's naething that dow. 9 


| [The two firſt verſes are to be ſung here and after.] 


I winna come hame again een, jo. 


| Ye's get a cock well totled i“ the pat, 


#5 


— A 


An ye'll come hame, an you come hame ; 
| Ye s get a cock well totled i' the pat, 
An ye'll come hame again een, jo. 20 


[ The third verſe for the chorus, ha, ha, &c. ] 


vo s get a hen well boil'd i' the pan; 
An ye'll come hame, an ye'll come hame,. 


3 Ye's get a hen well boil'd i' the pan, 


An ye'll come hame again. een, jo.. 
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A well made bed, and a pair of clean ſheets, 2. 
An ye'll come hame, an ye'll come hame , 

A well made bed, and a pair of clean ſheets, 
An ye'}l come hame again cen, jo. 


Ha, ha, &c. 


K 

.* * ( 

A. pair of white legs, and a good cogg-wame, zz ; 

An ye'll come hame, an ye'll come hame; 1 
A pair of white legs, and a good cogg-wame, 

An ye'll come hame again een, jo. ] 

Ha, ha, how, that's ſomething that dow; 


I will come hame, I will come hame. 33 
Ha, ha, how, that's ſomething that dow ; 
IU haſte me hame again een, jo. 


[ The two firſt verſes of this ſong, are lo be jun; 
before the 4, 5, 6, 7, and 8th verſes, as before i S 
3d, and the 4th after them by way of chorus, 


OLD KING COUL. 


th Ye Ma go * 


Oro King Coul was a jolly old ſoul, 
And a jolly old ſoul was he: 3% 
Old King Coul he had a brown bowl, DB 
And they brought him in fidlers three : 

And every fidler was a very good fidler, 
And a very good fidler was he. 
Tidell-didell, fidell-didell, with the fidlers thut 


* 


* 
* SOIT „ * * * 


Audi there's no a laſs in a' Scotland 
N Compared to our ſweet Marjorie. 


And a jolly old foul was he: 
E O14 King Coul he had a brown hors], 


Ha didell, how-didell, ha-didell, how-didell, with 
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Old King Coul was a jolly old ſoul, 


And they brought him in pipers three: 


the pipers three ; 
Fidell didell, fidell didell, with the fidlers: 15 
And there's no a laſs in a Scotland 
Compared to our ſweet Marjorie. 


Old King Coul was a jolly old ſoul, * 
And a jolly old foul was he; ö 
Old King Coul he had a brown- bowl, 20 1 
And they brought him in harpers three: 
Twingle-twangle, twingle-twangle, went the har- 

pers; 
Ha-didell, how-didell, ha-didell, how-didell, went 
the pipers ; 
Fidell-didell, fidell-didell, went the fidlers ; 
And there's no a laſs in a' Scotland 25 
Compared to our ſweet Marjorie, 


* * 
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Old King Coul was a jolly old ſoul, 
And a jolly old ſoul was he : 
Old King Coul he had a brown-bowl, 
And they brought him in trumpeters three. 30 
Twarra-rang, twarra-rang, went the trumpeters 3. 
Twingle-twangle, twingle-twangle, went the her- 
REIS 3, 


PPP 
. FN © ”. . 3 a l * —— — 

— b Ss W — 
b * I 


134 . SCOTS SONCS, 


A well made bed, and a pair of elcan ſheets, 2; 
Au ye'll come hame, an ye'll come hame ; 


A well made bed, and a pair of clean ſheets, F 
An ye'll come hame again cen, jo. 

Ha, ha, &c. , 

( 

A pair of white legs, and a good cogg-wame, zz 

An ye'll come hame, an ye'll come hams ; | 


A pair of white legs, and a good cogg-wame, 
An ye'll come hame again een, jo, 


Ha, ha, how, that's ſomething that dow; 

I will come hame, I will come hame. 33 
Ha, ha, how, that's ſomething that dow ; 

I' haſte me hame again een, ja. 


[ The two firſt verſes of this ſong, are 15 be fun; 
before the 4. 5, 6, 7, and 8th verſes, as befire i 
3d, and the 4th after them by way of chorus, 


OLD KING COUL. 


- 
5 * p 

* A _— 

* * 9 9 8 


Oc. King Coul was a jolly old ſoul, 3 
And a jolly old ſoul was he: . 
Old King Coul he had a brown bowl, 

And they brought him in fidlers three 

And every fidler was a very good fidler, 5 
And a very good fidler was he. 


Tidell-didell, fidell-didell, with the fidlers thre: 


\ 


J$COTS SOS. 135 


And there's no a laſs in a' Scotland 
Compared to our ſweet Marjorie. 


O14 King Coul was a jolly old ſoul, 19 
| And a jolly old foul was he: 

Oid King Coul he had a brown bor], 
And they brought him in pipers three : 
Ha didell, how-didell, ha-didell, how-didell, with 

the pipers three ; 

Fidell didell, fidell didell, with the fidlers: 15 
And there's no a laſs in a Scotland 
Compared to our ſweet Marjorie. 


O1d King Coul was a jolly old ſoul, 

And a jolly old ſoul was he; 

Old King Coul he had a brown-bow], 20 

And they brought him in harpers three: 

Twingle-twangle, twingle-twangle, went the har- 
pers; 

Ra-didell, how-didell, ha-didell, how-didell, went 
the pipers ; 

Fidell-didell, fidell-didell, went the fidlers 

And there's no a laſs in a' Scotland 25 

Compared to our ſweet Marjorie, 


Old King Coul was a jolly old ſoul, 
And a jolly old ſoul was he: 
Old King Coul he had a brown-bowl, 
And they brought him in trumpeters three. 30 


Twarra-rang, twarra-rang, went the trumpeters 3. 
Twingle-twangle, twingle-twangle, went the her- 
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Ha-didell, how-didell, went the pipers ; 
Fidell-didell, ſidell-didell, went the fidlers three. 


And there's no a laſs in a' Scotland 55 


Compared to our ſweet Marjorie. WF 
| No 
Old King Coul was a jolly old ſoul, W 
And a jolly old ſoul was he: ir 
Old King Coul he had a brown-bowl, . I 
And they brought him in drummers three, 43 : 
Rub-a-dub, rub-a-dub, with the drummers; W 
Twarra-rang, twarra-rang, with the trumpeters; ( 
Twingle-twangle, twingle-twangle, with the har- No 
pers; = 
Ha-didell, how-drdell, with the pipers ; No 
Fidell-didell, fidell-didell, with the fidlers three 
And there's no a laſs in a' Scotland 47 Le 


Compared, to our ſweet Marjorie. 


THE MILLER OF DEE. 


Tura was a Jolly millar once 
 Liv'd on the water of Dee; 
He wrought and ſang frae morn to night, 
No lark more blyth than he: 
And this the burden of his ſang 
For ever us'd to be, 
T care for nobody, no, not I, 
Since. nobody cares for. me.. 
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lire by my mill, God bleſs her, 

4 She's kindred, child and wife; 10 
E] would not change my ſtation, 
bor any other in life. 

E No lawyer, ſurgeon or doctor, 
cr had a groat trom me z 

I car2 for nobody, no not I, 15 
IL nobody cares for me. 


i When ſpring begins his merry career, 

E Oh how his heart grows gay; 

No ſummer's d:ought alarms his fears, | 
I Nor winter's ſad decay: 20 
No foreſight mars the miller's joy, 

| Who's wont to ſing and ſay, 

1 Let others toil from year to year, 

lie from day to day. 


: Thus like the miller bold and free 25 
Let us rejoice and ſing, 

© The days of youth are made for glee, 
: And time is on the wing. 

This ſong ſhall paſs from me to thee, 
Along this jovial ring 30 
Let heart and voice and all agree 
| To ſay, Long live the king. 
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THE TURNIM3PIKE, 


Her ſel pe Highland ſhentleman, 
Pe auld as Pothwel prig, man 
And mony alterations ſcen 


Amang the Lawland whig, man, 
Fal (al, &c. 


Firſt when her to the Lowlands came, 
Nain ſell was driving cows, man: 
There was nae laws about hims narſe, 


About the preeks or trouſe, man. 
Fal lal, &c. 


Nain ſell did wear the philapeg, 
The plaid prik't on her ſhouder ; 
The gude claymore hung pe her pelt, 
The piſtol ſharg'd wi' pouder, 
Fal lal, &c. 


But for whereas theſe curſed preeks, 
Wherewith mans narſe be lockit, 

O hon, that e'er ſhe ſaw the day! 
For a' her houghs pe prokit. 


Fal lal, &c. 


Every thing in the Highlands now 
Pe turn't to alteration 
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. ſodger dwal at our door cheek, 
And that's te great vexation. 


Fal lal, &c. 


MH 


Pcotland be tarn't an England now, 
And laws pring on the cadger : 
Nin fel! wad durk him for hur deeds, 
But oh ſhe fears de ſodger. 

Ful tal, &c. 


2 


3 
Another law came after that, 

4 e never ſaw the like, man; 
They mak a lang road on the crund, 


And ca' him turnimſpike, man, 


- Fal lal, &c. 

: 

J And wow ſhe pe a ponny road, 
Like Louden corn rigs, man ; 

1 Whar twa carts may gang on her, 
And no break others legs, man. 


Fal lal, &c. 


They ſharge a penny for ilka hors, 
In troth they'll be nae ſheaper, 
I Tor nought but gaen upo' the crund, 


And they gie me a paper, 
Ful lat, &c. 


They tak the hors than pe the head, 


And there they mak them ſtand, man. 
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I tell'd them that I ſcen the day 
They had nae fic command, man, 


Fal /al, &c. 


Nae doubts nain-ſell maun draw his purs, 
And pay them what him's like, man : 
F'] fee a ſhudgement on his ſtore, 
That filthy turnimſpike, man. 
Fal lal, &c. tr 


But I'll awa to the Highland hills, 
Whar ne'er a ane ſall turn her; 


And no come near your turnimſpike, 
Unleſs it pe to purn her. 
Fal lal, &c. 1 
| | Ind 
3 o 
PATTIE's WEDDING. © - 


As Patie came up frae the glen, 
Drivin his wedders before him, 
He met bonny Meg ganging hame, 
Her beauty was like for to ſmore him. 
O Dinna ye ken, bonny Meg, ; 
That you and I's gaen to be married ? 
I rather had broken my leg, 
Before ſic a bargain miſcarried. 


Na, Patie—O wha's tell'd you that ? 
I think that of news they've been ſcanty, 
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unt I ſhould be married ſo ſoon, 

Or yet ſhould hae been ſae flantly: 
Viana be married the year, 

Voppoſe I were courted by twenty 
. Patie, ye need nae mair ſpear, 
For weel a wat I dinna want ye. 


Ion, Meggie, what maks ye ſae ſweer ? 

let cauſe that I henna a maillin ? 

2 lad that has plenty o' gear 

| | Need ne'er want a half or a hail ane. 
ſy dad has a good grey mare, 

| | And yours has twa cows and a filly 

* that will be plenty o' gear, 

1 dae Maggie, be no ſae ill-willy, 


Indeed, Patie, I dinna ken, 

© But firſt ye maun ſpeir at my daddy: 
BY ou're as well born as Ben, 

And I canna ſay but I'm ready. 

W here's plenty o' yarn in clues, 

lo make me a coat and a jimpy, 
Aud plaiden enough to be trews, 

© Gif ye get it, I ſhanna ſcrimp ye. 


vow fair fa? ye, my bonny Meg, 
I let a wee ſmacky fa” on you. 
. my neck be as lang as my leg, 
If I be an ill huſband unto you. 
F gang your way hame e'now, 


Make ready gin this day fiſtcen days, 
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And tel! your father the news, 
That I'll be his fon in great kindnefs, 


It was nac lang after that, 

Wha came to our bigging but Patie, 
Weel dreſt in a braw new coat, 

And wow but he thought himſelf pretty, 
His bannet was little frae new, 

In it was a loop and a ſlitty, 
To tie in a ribbon ſae blue, 

To bab at the neck o' his coaty. 


Then Patie came in wi' a ſtend, 

Said, Peace be here to the bigging. 
You're welcome, quo' William, come hen, 
Or I wiſh it may rive frae the rigging. 
Now draw in your ſeat and fit down, 

And tell's a' your news in a hurry ; 
And haſte ye, Meg, and be done, 
And hing on the pan wi' the berry, 


Quoth Patie, My news 1s nae thrang ; 
Yefreen I was wi' his Honour; 
I've taen three riggs of bra? land, 
And hae bound myſel under a bonour : 
And now my errand to you 
Is for Meggy to help me to labour ; 
T think you maun gie's the beſt cow, 
Becauſe that our hadnin's but ſober. 


Well, now for to help you through, 
I'll be at the coſt of the bridal; 
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ye cut the craig of the ewe 

That had amaiſt deid of the ſide-ill, 
And that %ill be plenty of bree, 

dae lang as our well is nae reiſted 

Jo all the good neighbours and we, 

And I think we'll no be that ill feaſted. 


Quoth Pate. O that'il do well, 


oO kail that was made yeſtreen, 

For I like them beſt in the forenoon. 
d dae Tam the piper did play, 

And ilka ane danc'd that was willing, 
I And a' the lave they ranked through, 

q And they held the floupy ay filling. 

Y 


4 The auld wives fat and they chew'd, 
And when that the carles grew nappy, 
They danc'd as weel as they dow'd, 


| Wi' a crack o' their thumbs and a kappie. 
| I The lad that wore the white band, 
1 


I think they ca'd him Jamie Mather, 
And he took the bride by the hand, 
And cry'd to play up Maggie Lauder. 


Aud I'll gie you your broſe in the morning, 
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Tune, Ey gar rub her oer wi” ftrae. 


I Deu Roger, if your Jenny geck, 
And anſwer kindneſs with a light, 
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Seem unconcern'd at her negle&, 
For women in a man delight: 

But them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 
And with a ſimple face give way 

To a repulle ;—then be not blate, 
Puſh bauldly on, and win the day, 


When maidens, innocently young, 
Say aften what they never mean, 
Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongue, 

But tent the language of their een: 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 

To anſwer all your love with hate, 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, 

And let her ſigh when 'tis too late, 


Tune, Polwart on the Green, 


Tax dorty will repent, 
If lover's heart grow cauld, 
And nane her {miles will tent, 
Soon as her face looks auld. 


The dawted bairn thus takes the pet, 
Nor eats, though hunger crave, 
Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, 


And's laugh'd at by the lave. 
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| They jeſt it till the dinner's paſt ; 

q Thus by itfelf abus'd, 10 
Ine fool-thing is oblig'd to faſt, 

Or eat what they've refus'd 


Tune, O dear mother, what ſhall I do ? 


4 O pear Peggy, love's beguiling, 

e ought not to truſt to ſmiling; 

© Better far to do as I do, 

eſt a harder luck betide you. 

Laſſes, when their fancy's carry'd, $ 
Think of nought but to be marry*d : 

Running to a life deſtroys 

Heartſome, free, and youthfu? joys. 


— 


= Tune, How can I be ſad en my n day £ 
H. ſhall I be ſad, when a huſband I hae, 

bat has better ſenſe than ony of thae 

3 = weak ally fellows, that ſtudy, like fools, 

3 Fro link their ain joy and make their wives ſnools ? 

3 Ine man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wife, 5 

Ur with dull reproaches IRE ſtrife; 

1 e praiſes her virtue, and ne'er will abuſe 


5 2 for a ſmall failing, but ſind an excuſe. 
' Vol. II, 8 
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Tune, C. auld ale in Aberdecn. 


Cann be the rebels caſt, 1 


Oppreſſors baſe and bloody, E - 
I hope we'll ſee them at the laſt 2 

Strung a' up in a woody. © \ 
Bleſs'd be he of worth and ſenſe, as ; 

And ever high his ſtation, | FT 


That bravely ſtands in the defence 
Of conſcience, king and nation, 


= 
_ — 
— — 
— 
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Tune, Mucting of Geordy's byre. 


| 3 


N 
; 0 Tus laird wha in riches and honour A. 
vt Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free, To 
1 Nor rack the poor tenants, who labour Na. 


To riſe aboon poverty :, E 
Elſe like the pack-horſe that's unfother' d, 3 Tol 

And burden'd, will tumble down faint ; W 3. 
Thus virtue by hardſhip is ſmother' d, 36 

And rackers aft tine their rent. 4 
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E P:or, now the King's come, 

4 Peggy, now the King's come, 

E Thou may dance, and I ſhall ſing, 

E Peggy, ſince the King's come. 

Nae mair the hawkies ſhall thou milk, $ 
E But change thy plaiding coat to ſilk, 

And be a lady of that ilk, 

E Now, Peggy, ſince the King's come. 


BAGRIE O'T. 


Wies 1 think on this warld's pelf, 

And how little I hae o't to myſelf; 

| igh when I look on my thread-bare coat, 

q And ſhame fa? the gear and the bagrie o't. 

3 

J johnny was the lad that held the plough, 5 
4 But now he has got goud and gear enough ; 


1 mind the day when lie was nae worth a 
| groat, 
0 Add ſhame fa', Or. 


g Jenny was the laſs that mucked the byre, 
W But now ſue goes iu ue luiken attire ; 10 
G 2 
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And ſhe was a laſs who wore a plaiden co 


And ſhame fa?, vc. F 

Yet a? this ſhall never danton me, : | 

Sac lang's I keep my fancy free; £T 

While I've but a penny to pay t' other pot, ;; A - 

May the d—l take the gear and the bagrie 0't, : I f 

I 

I 

11 

BIRKS OF ABERGELDIE. W 1 

i I ; = C 

(Ml THOUGHT it ance a loneſome life, I 

5 A loneſome life, a loneſome life, 11 

1 J thought it ance a loneſome life, 10 

i | To ly ſae lang my lane, jo: 8 / 
10 But wha would not my caſe regret ? ; 

1 Since I am curſed wi' a mate, 1 

1 What once I long'd for, now I hate; 5 

1 I'm quite another man, jo. I 

WW © 1 

od When I was full out nineteen years, | | 

i | Out nineteen years, out nineteen years, If * 

Will, When I was full out nineteen years, N 

11 I held my head fu” high, jo; 1 

10 | Then I reſolv'd to tak a laſs, 

Will Ne'er thought on what wad come to pals, 1 

* Nor look'd in matrimony's glaſs, 1 f 

| Till headlong down I came, jo. * 


- 
\ 


I 
'K 
23 
3 
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: Before the fatal martiage-day, 


o keen was I, fo keen was I, 

reed neither night nor day, 

But wander'd up and down, jo. 

Io pleaſe her I took meikle care, 

Ane wad hae thought I lought nae mair, 
la the wide warld to my ſhare, 

© But her wrapt in her gown, jo. 

E My ain ſma" ſtock did ſcarce defray, 
Did ſcarce defray, did ſcarce defray, 
My ain ſma? ſtock did ſcarce defray, 


Halt of the marriage-charge, jo; 


For things belanging to a houſe, 

I cave till I left ne'er a ſouce 

O but I'm turned wond'rous douſe, 
I And filler's nae ſae large, jo. 


Her father, and her friends likewiſe, 
Her friends likewiſe, her friends likewiſe, 


+ Did had her cut for ſuch a prize, 


thought nae labour loſt, jo. 
I dreſs'd myſel from neck to heel, 
| And a' was for a gilded pill; 
Now I would wiſh the meikle deil 
Had her, and pay the coſt, jo. 


Her father ſent a ſhip to ſea, 
A ſhip to ſea, a ſhip to ſea ; 
When it returns, quoth he to me, 


u pay you ilka plack, jo. 
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The ſervants grumble, goodwife raves, 
When hungry ſtomach for them craves, 
Now I am tauld by the auld knave, 
The ſhip will ne'er come back, jo. 


Alack-a-day, what will I do, 

What will I do, what will I do ? 1 
Alack-a-day what will I do? 

The honey- month is done, jo. 

My glitt'ring gold is all turn'd droſs, 

And filler ſcarcely will be braſs, 

I've nothing but a bonny laſs, 53 
And ſhe's quite out of tune, jo. 


Vet ſhe lays a' the blame on me, 

The blame on me, the blame on me, 

Says I brought her to miſery, 

This is a weary life, jo. 69 
I'd run to the wide warld's end, 

If I cou'd leave but her behind ; 

I'm out o' hopes ſhe'll ever mend; 

She's prov'd a very wife, jo. 


Now, bachelors, be wiſe in time, 


, 888 


Be wiſe in time, be wiſe in time, 

Tho? ſhe's ca'd modeſt, fair and ne, 
And rich in goud and plate, jo; 

Yet ye'll have cauſe to curſe hard Fate, 


If once lhe catch you in her net; 75 
Your blazing itar will ſoon be let ; 


Then look before you leap, jo. 


WW 
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AULD WIFE BEYONT THE FIRE. 


Turar was a wife won'd in a glen, 

And ſhe had dochters nine or ten, 

That ſought the houſe baith butt and ben, 

To find their mam a ſniſhing, 

The auld wife beyont the fire, 6 
The auld wife anzeft the fire, 
The auld wife aboon the fire, 
She died for lack of ſnifhing. 


Her mill into ſome hole had fawn, 

* Whatrecks, quoth ſhe, let it be gawn, 10 
For I maun hae a young goodman 

* Shall furniſh me with ſaithing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


Her eldeſt dochter ſaid right bauld, 
Fy, mother, mind that now ye're auld, 15 
And if ye with a vounker wald, 

He'll waſte away your ſnithing, 


The auld wife, &c. 


SPUN EEE FU FRA SIE 2 as op 


The youngeſt dochter gae a ſhout, 20 
O mother dear! your teeth's a? out, 
Belides ha'f blind, you hae the gout, 

Your mill can had nae ſniſhing. 


The auld wife, &c. 


ö 
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Ye lied, ye limmers, cries auld mump, 
For I hae baith a tooth and ſtump, 
And will nae langer live in dump, 

By wanting o' my ſniſhing. 

The auld wife, &c. 


Thole ye, ſays Peg, that pauky ſlut, 
Mother, if you can crack a nut, 
Then we will a' conſent to it, 
That you ſhall have a ſnithing, 
The auld wife, &c. 
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The auld ane did agree to that, 
And they a piſtol-bullet gat; 
She powerfully began to crack, 

To win herſelf a ſniſhing. 

The auld wife, &c, 


Braw ſport it was to ſee her chow't, | 
And *tween her gums ſae ſqueeze and row't, 4 WI 
While frae her jaws the ſlaver flow't, | 


And ay ſhe curs'd poor ſtumpy. 
The auld wife, Kc. 


At laſt ſhe gae a deſperate ſqueeze, 
Which brak the auld tooth by the ncez, 4 
And ſyne poor ſtumpy was at eaſe, 
But ſhe tint hopes of ſuiilüng. 
The auld wife, &. 


She of the taſk began to tire, 
And frae ber dochters did retire, 


— — 
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Ine lean'd her down ayont the fire, 
And died for lack of ſniſhing. 
| The auld wife, &c. 


| Ye auld wives, notice weel this truth, 

A ſoon as ye're paſt mark of mouth, 85 

Ne'er do what's only fit for youth, 

? And leave aff thoughts of ſniſhing: 
= Elſe like this wife beyont the fire, 
6 Tour bairns againſt you will conſpire 3 

* MNor will ye get, unleſs ye hire, 6: 
A young man with your ſnſhing. 


<a> 
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ANDRO AND His CUTTY GUN, 


* 3 r 


q Bern, blyth, blyth was the, 

4 Blyth was ſhe butt and ben; 

And weel ſhe loo'd a Hawick gill,. 

And leugh to ſee a tappit hen. 

i She took me in, and ſet me down, 5 
: And heght to keep me lawin-free ; 

F But, cunning carlin that ſhe was, 

"WE: She gart me birle my bawbie. 

We loo'd the liquor weel enough; 

But waes my heart my caſh was done, 10. 
Before that I had quench'd my drowth, 


And laith I was to paund my ſhoon. 
G 2 
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When we had three times toom'd our ſtoup, 
And the neiſt chappin new begun, 

In ſtarted, to heeze up our hope, 
Young Andro? wi' his cutty gun. 


The carlin brought her kebbuck ben, 

With girdle-cakes weel toaſted brown : 
Weel does the canny kimmer ken 

They gar the ſouds gae glibber down. 
We ca'd the bicker aft about ; 

Till dawning we ne'er jee'd our bun 
-And ay the cleareſt drinker out, 

Was Andro wi' his cutty gun. 


He did like ony mavis ſing, 
And as I in his oxter ſat, 
He ca'd me ay his bonny thing, 
And mony a ſappy kiſs I gat. 
I hae been eaſt, I hae been weſt, 
I hae been far ayont the ſun ; 
But the blytheſt lad that e'er I ſaw, 
Was Andro wi' his cutty gun. 


AULD SIR SIMON THE KING. 


Dons ſay that kiſſing's a ſin, 
But I fay that winna ſtand : 
It is a moſt innocent thing, | 
And allow'd by the laws of the land. 
* 
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77 it were a tranſgreſſion, 5 


The miniſters it would reprove ; 
But they, their elders and ſe ſſion, 
Can do it as weel as the lave, 


lt's lang ſince it came in faſhion, 

I'm ſure it will never be done, 19 
As lang as there's in the nation, 

A lad, laſs, wife, or a lown. 


What can I ſay more to commend it, 
Tho? I ſhould ſpeak all my life? 

Yet this will I ſay in the end o't, 15 
Let ev'ry man kiſs his ain wife. 


Let him kiſs her, clap her, and dawt her 
And gie her benevolence due, 
And that will a thrifty wife mak her, 


» 


And ſae I'll bid farewell to you. 20 


AULD GOODMAN, 


Lars in an evening forth I went, 
A little before the ſun gaed down, 
And there I chanc'd by accident, 
To light on a battle new begun : 


A man and his wife was faen in a ſtrife, 5 


J canna weel tell you how it began; 
G 6 
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But ay ſhe wail'd her wretched life, 
And cry'd ever, Alake, my auld goodman. 


He. 


Fly auld goodman that thou tells of, 
The country kens where he was born, 0 
Was but a filly poor vagabond, 
And ilka ane leugh him to ſcorn ; 
For he did ſpend and mak an end 
Oft gear that his forefathers wan, 
He gart the poor ſtand frae the door ; 
Sac tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. 


She. 


My heart, alake, is liken to break, 
When I think on my winſome John, 
His blinken ee, and gait ſae free, 
Was naething like thee, thou dozen'd drone. 25 
His roſie face, and flaxen hair, 
And a ſkin as white as ony ſwan, 
Was large and tall, and comely withal, 
And thou'lt never. be ike my auld goodman, 


He. 

Why doſt thou pleen ? I thee maintain; 

For meal and mawt thou diſna want; 
But thy wild bees I canna pleaſe, 

Now when our gear 'gins to grow ſcant. 
Of houſehold ſtuff thou haſt enough, 

Thou wants for neither pat nor pan; 
Of ſicklike ware he left thee bare, 

Sae tell nae mair o' thy auld goodman.. 


2 
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She. 


Yes. I may tell, and fret iny ſell, 

Jo think on theſe blyth days I had, 

When he and I together lay 35 
In arms into a weel made bed : 

But now I ſigh and may be fad, 
Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan, 

Thou falds thy feet, and fa's aſleep, 
And thou'lt ne'er be like my auld goodman. 40 


Then coming was the night ſae dark, 
And gane was a' the light o' day 
The carl was fear'd to miſs his mark, 
And therefore wad nae langer ſtay. 
Then up he gat, and he ran his way, 45 
| trow the wife the day the wan. 
And ay the o'erword o' the fray 
Was ever, lake, my auld goodman, 


AULD ROB MORRIS, 
Mither. 


Au Rob Morris that wins in yon glen, 

He's the king of good fallows, and wale of auld 
men, 

Has fourſcore of black ſheep, and fourſcore too. 

Auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo. 
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Donehter. 
Had your tongue, mither, and let that ahee, ; 
For his eild and my eild can never agree: 
They'll never agree, aud that will be ſeen ; 
For he is fourſcore, and I'm but fifteen. 


Miiber. 
Had your tongue, douchter, and lay by your pride, 
For he's be the bridegroom, and ye's be the bride; 17 
He ſhall ly by your fide, and kils you too; 
Auld Rob Morris 1s the man ye maun lov, 


Douchter. 


Auld Rob Morris I ken him fou weel, 

His a— ſticks out like ony peet-cree!, 

He's out-iſhin'd, in-knee'd, and ringle-eye'd too; 
Auld Rob Morris is the man I'll ne'er loo. 1; 


Mither, 


Tho? auld Rob Morris be an elderly man, 

Yet his auld braſs it will buy a new pan; 
Then, douchter, ye ſhoudna be ſo ill to {hoo, 
For auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo. 23 


Douchter. 


But auld Rob Morris I never will hae; 
His back is ſo ſtiff, and his beard is grown gra; 
I had rather die than live wi' him a year; 


Sae mair of Rob Morris I never will hear. 24 


O ha 
Or h 
Bat 

I m 


You 


Yeen 


Thet 


And 
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APRON DEARY. 


TP ; 
Fas early in the morning, a morning of May, 
+ ſoldier and a lathe was wauking aſtray; 

(loſe down in yon meadow, yon meadow brow, 


{ heard the laſs cry, My apron now, } 4 
My apron, deary, my apron now, 5 «1 
My belly bears up my apron now, 710 
zut 1 being a young thing, was eaſy to woo, Wy” 
Which maks me cry out, My aproa now. * þ 

92 J 

78 : : j 4 F 

O had 1 ta'en counſel o' father or mother, x. 

Or had I adviſed wr ſiſter or brother, 10 * 5 

hat I being a young thing, and ealy to woo, wo” 

i makes me cry out, My apron now, 3 


My apron, deary, Oe. 


Your apron, deary, I muſt confeſs, 
Seems ſomething the ſhorter, tho? naething the 


leſs ; 15 
Then had your tongue, deary, and I will prove . 
true, 5 
And nae mair cry out, Your apron now. ak 
Your apron deary, Or. Your belly, Gu, * 5 


Then had your tongue, Or. 


— 


9 88 
n 


160 SCOTS SONGS, 


CAULD KAIL IN ABERDEEN. 


Caro Kail in Aberdeen, 


And cauſtics in Strathbogie, A 
Ilka lad has got his laſs, dor 
Then fie gie me my cogie. Ii 
Then fie gie me my cogre diſh, oy Ou 

I canno* want my cogie, Ri 

I wadno* gie a weell filPd floup, Conf 

For a' the queans o' Bog. B 
Jonnie Smith has got a wife, Be f 
Wha keeps frae him his cogie 10 A 
Gin ſhe were mine, upon my lite, dyne 
I'd dook her in the Bogie. Y 
Then fie, &c. The 

Fe 

Then here's to ilka honeſt life, Awa 
Wha'll drink wi' me a cogie, þ A 


But as for ilka girnin wife, 
We'll dook her in the Bogie, 
Then fie, &c. 


SCOTS SCNGS. 


BOB OF DUMBLANE, 


|,««s1s, lend me your braw hemp heckie, 
And I'll lend you my ripling kame; 
For fainneſs, deary, I'll gar you keckle, 
I ye'll go dance the Bub of Dumblane, 
Hate ye gang to the ground of your trunkies, 5 
Bulk ye braw, and dinna think ſhame 
Conſider in time, if leading of monkies 
Be better than dancing the Bob of Dumblane» 


Be frank, my laſſie, left I grow fickle, 
And tak my word and offer again, 10 
dyne ye may chance to repent it meikle 
Ye did not accept of the Bob of Dumblane, 
The dinner, the piper, and prieſt ſhall be ready, 
For I'm grown dowie wi' lying my lane; 
Away then, leave baith minny and dady, 15 
And try wi' me the Bob of Dumblane. 


IE — —— ˖ p ů ů 9 oma ur mr we 


F Y let us a' to the bridal, 
Fur there will be lifting there, 
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For Jocb's to be married to Muggie, 
5 The laſs wi" the gowden hair. 
And there will be langkail a14 porridge, 
And bannocks of barley-m-al, 
And there will be good fawt herring, 
To relith a cogue of good ale. 


Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be Sawney the ſoutar, 
And Will wi? the meikle mou: 
And there will be Tam the blutter, 
With Andrew the tinkler I trow ; 
And there will be bow'd legged Robie, 
With thumbleſs Katie's goodman ; 
Aud there will be blue-cheeked Dow bie, 
And Lawrie the laird of the land. 
Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be ſowlibber Patie, 
And plucky-fac'd Wat 1 th* mill, 
Capper-nos'd Francie, and Gibbie 
That wons in the how o? the hill ; 
And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, 
Wha in wi' black Beſſy did mool, 
With ſnivling Lilly and Tibby, 
The laſs that ſtands oft on the ſtool. 
Fy let Us, &c. 


And Madge that was buckled to Stennie, 
And coft him grey breeks to his arſe, 
Wha after was hangit for ſtealing, 
Great mercy it happen'd nae warle ; 
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\nd there will be gleed Geordy Janners, 
And Kirſh wi' the lily-white leg, 
Who gade to the ſouth for manners, 
And bang'd up her wame in Monſmeg. 35 
Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be Juden Meclourie, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Macleg, 
Wi' flea-lugged ſharney fac'd Lawrie, 
And ſhangy-mou'd halucket Mew, 40 
Aud there will be happer-ars'd Nanſy, 
And fairy-fac'd Flowrie by name, 
Muck Madie, and fat-hippet Griſy, 
The laſs wi' the gowden wame, 


FM 
44 * 
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Fy let us, &c. 45 1 

ö „* To 

2 * 0 

And there will be girn- again Gibby, 1 

Wi' his glaiket wife Jenny Bell, * 

And meaſly-ſhin'd Mungo Macapie, 30 

| The lad that was ſkipper himſel : gt 


There lads, and laſſes in pearlings, 58 
Will feaſt i' the heart of the ha', 

On ſybows, and rifarts, and carlings, 
That are baith ſodden and raw. 


| Fy let us, Sc. 


Ang there will be fadges and brochen, 5 
With fouth of good gabbock of ſkate, 


ST! 


IsVfowdie, and drammock, and crowdie, 
And caller nowtfeet in a plate. 

And there will be partens and buckies, 

And whytens and ſpaldings encw, 


164 SCOTS SONGS, 


And ſingit ſheepheads, and a haggies, 
And ſcaldings to ſup till ye ſpue. 
Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be lapper'd-milk kebbucks, 
And ſowens, and farles, and baps, 63 
With ſwats, and well-ſcraped paunches, 
And brandy in ſtoups and in caps: 
And there will be mealkail and caitocks, 
And ſkink to ſup till ye rive; 
And roaſts to roaſt on a brander 
Of flowks that were taken alive, 
y let us, &c. 


Scrapt haddocks, wilks, dulſe and tangles, 
And a mill of good ſniſhing to prie; 
When weary with eating and drinking, 75 
We'll riſe up and dance till we die. 
Then fy let us a to the bridal, 

For there will be lilting there, 
For Jocks to be married to Maggie, 
The laſs wi” the gowden hair, 82 


And 


O h 


THE JOLLIE BEGGAR. | 
The 

T azxs was a jollie beggar, and a begging he ws 
boun', | ill 
Aud he tuik up his quarters into a landart ton. 


ws 


" 
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And we'll gang nae mair a roving 

e late into the nicbt; 

And we'll gang nae main a roving, boys, 5 
Let the moon ſhine &cr ae bricht, 


He wad neither ly in barn, nor yet wad he in 
byre 3 
But in ahint the ha? door, or els afore the fyre, 
And we'll gang, &c. 


The beggar's bed was made at e'en wi' gude clean 


ſtraw and hay, 19 
And in ahint the ba? dore, and there the beggar 
lay. 


And we'll gang, &c. 


Up raiſe the gude man's dochter, and for to bar 


the door, 
And there the ſaw the beggar ſtanding i' the floor, 
And we'll gang, &c. 15 
le tuke the laſſie in his arms, and to the bed he 
ran; 
0 hooly, hooly wi' me, Sir, ye'll waken our 
gude man. 


And we'll gang, &c. 


Ihe beggar was a cunnin' loon, and ne'er a word 


he ſpak, 
il he gat his turn doon, ſyne he began to crack. 
And we'll gang, &c. 20 
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Is there ony dogs into this toun ? Maiden, t 
me trew. 

And what wad ye do wi' them, my hinny and 
my dow ? 


And we'll gang, &c. 


And 


And 


They'll rive a' my meal pocks, and do me meil!; 


O dool for the doing o't ! are ye the poor man 
And we'll gang, &c. 


ne 


0 ay 


Then ſhe tuik up the meal pocks, and flang them 


at the wa', Ky 
The deil gae wr the meal pocks, my maidenhead 
and a'. 
And we'll gang, &c. 1 


I tuik ye for ſome gentleman, at leaſt the lair! o 5 
Brodie; H. 
O dool for the doing o't! are ye the poor bodie .. 
And we'll gang, &c. nd 
He tuik the laſſie in his arms, and gae her kite A 
three, A da 
And four-and-twenty hundred mark to pay ti: ﬀ-#ul 
nurice fee. m 


And we'll gang, &c, 


He tuik a horn frae his ſide, and blew baith lot 
and ſhrill, 

And four-and-twenty belted knights came &y, 

| ping o'er the hill. | 

1 And we'll gang, &c. 
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And he tuik out his little knife, loot a' his duddies 
fa, 4 
And he was the braweſt gentleman that was a- 
mang them a?. 


And well gang, &c. 


ne beggar was a cliver loon, and he lap ſhoulder- 
hicht, 

O ay for ſicken quarters as I gat yeſternicht. 

And we'll gang, &c. 45 


THE HUMBLE BEGGAR. 


|: Scotland there liv'd a humble beggar, ” 
He had neither houſe, nor hald, nor hame; 
But he was weel liked by ilka bodie, 


and they gae him ſunkets to rax his wame, 


A nivefow of meal, and handfow of groats, 5 
A dad of a bannock or herring-brie, 

auld parradge, or the lickings of plates, 

Nad mak him as blyth as a beggar could be. 


This beggar he was a humble beggar, 

e feint a bit of pride had he, IO 
ne wad a ta'en his a'ms in a bicker 

fre gentlewan ot poor bodie. 
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His wallets ahint and afore did hang, 
In as good order as wallets could be; 
A lang kail-gooly hang down by his ſide, I; 
And a meikle nowt-horn to rout on had he, 


It happen'd ill, it happen'd warſe, 
It happen'd ſae that he did die; 

And wha do ye think was at his late-wak, 
But lads and laſſes of a high degree ? 


Some were blyth, and ſome were ſad, Y 
And ſome they play'd at blind Harrie ; And 
But ſuddenly up-ſtarted the auld carle, 50 
I redd you, good folks, tak tent o' me. * 

Up gat Kate that ſat i' the nook, Ast 
Vow kimmer and how do ye? A 
Up he gat and ca'd her limmer, I 
And ruggit and tuggit her cockernonie. ; « 

VI 

They houkit his grave in Duket's kirk-yard, 7 


E'en fair fa' the companie; 50 
But when they were gaun to lay him i' th' yird, 
The feint a dead nor dead was he. 


And when they brought him to Duket's ki 
yard 
He dunted on the kiſt, the boards did flie; 


And when they were gaun to put him i“ the yi, 
In fell the kiſt, and out lap he. zo 
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He cry'd, I'm cald, I'm unco cald, 
1 faſt ran the folk, and fu” faſt ran he; 
But he was firſt hame at his ain ingle-ſide, 
\nd he helped to drink his ain dirgie. 40 


COUNTRY LA3S, 


Arno? I be but a country laſs, 
Yet a lofty mind I bear—O, 
And think myſell as good as thoſe 
That rich apparel wear—O. 
Altho! my gown be hame-ſpun grey, 5 
My {kin it is as ſoft—0, 
As them that ſattin weeds do wear, 
And carry their heads aloft 0. 


That tho? I Keep my father's ſheep ? 
The thing that muſt be done—O, 19 


Vith garlands of the fineſt flow'rs x | 
1 To ſhade me frae the ſun—O. We 
| hen they are feeding pleaſantly, 1 
| Where graſs and flowers do ſpring—0, 14h ' 

Ihen on a flow'ry bank at noon, 15 3 5 
N [ ſet me down and fing—O. 2 2 


ily Paiſley piggy cork'd with ſage, 
Contains my drink but thin—O. 


— 
2 


r 
Y 2 
err 


5 | 

eenes do e'er my brain enrage, 

Or tempt my mind to ſin— O. 20 
Vor. II. H 
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My country curds and wooden ſpoon 
I think them unco fine — O, 

And on a flowery bank at noon 
I ſet me down and dine—(), 


Altho' my parents caunot raiſe 2 
Great bags of ſhining gold—O, 

Like them whoſe daughters now-a-days 
Like {wine are bought and fold—O ; 

Yet my fair body it ſhall keep 
An honeſt heart within —Q, 5 


And for twice fifty thouſand crowns N 

I value not a pin — O. Ga 

I uſe nae gums upon my hair, | 
Nor chains about my neck—O, 

Nor ſhining rings upon my hands, ea. 

My fingers ſtraight to deck — O. [ 

But for that lad to me ſhall fa?, * 

And I have grace to wed—OQ, F 

I'll keep a jewel worth them a', For 

I mean my maidenhead—OQ. T 

; Yet 

If canny ſortune give to me "x 


The man I dearly love—O, 
Tho! we want gear, I dinna care, 
My hands I can unprove—Q. 
Expecting for a bleſſing fill 
Deſcending from above—O, 
" Then we'll embrace and ſweetly kiſs, 
Repeating tales of love -O. 


CLOUT THE CALDRON. 


Hue you any pots or pans, 
Or any broken chandlers ? 
[| am a tinker to my trade, 
And newly come frae Flanders, 
As ſcant of filler as of grace, 5 
Diſbanded, we've a bad run 
Gar tell the lady of the place, 
I'm come to clout her cauldron. 


Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


Madam, if you have wark for me, 10 
I'll do't to your contentment, 
And dinna care a ſingle flie 
For any man's reſentment 
For lady fair, though I appear 
To ev'ry ane a tinker, Is 
Yet to yourſeli I'm bauld to tell, 
I am a gentle jinker. 


Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


Love Jupiter into a ſwan | 
Turn'd for his lovely Leda; 26 
He like a bull o'er meadows ran, 


To carry aff Europa, | 
H 2 
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Then may not I, as well as he, 
To cheat your Argos blinker, 
And win your love like mighty Jove, 
Thus hide me in a tinkler. 


Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


Sir, ye appear a cunning man, 
But this fine plot you'll fail in, 

For there is neither pot nor pan 
Of mine you'll drive a nail in. 


Then bind your budget on your back, 


And nails up in your apron, 
For I've a tinker under tack 
That's us'd..to clout my caldron. 


Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


—̃ — 


CARL CAME O'ER THE CRAFT, 


Tus carl he came o'er the craft, 
And his beard new ſhaven; 
He look'd at me, as he'd been daft; 


'The carle trows that I wad hae him, 


Howt awa, I winna hae him, 
Na, forſooth, I winna hae him! 
For a' his beard be new ſhaven, 
Ne'er a bit will I hae him. 


A filler broach he gae me nieſt, 
To faſten on my curchea nooked, 


1 


A. 


Wi 
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{ wor'd awi upon my breaſt ; BY 
But ſoon alake ! the tongue o't crooked ; 2 

And ſae may his; I winna hae him, I 
Na, forſooth, I winna hae him; 


ane twice a bairn's a laſs's jeſt, 1 5 , 3h 

dae ony fool for me may hae him, Þ 75 
1 

The carl has nae fault but ane; 1, 1 | 


For he has lands and dollars plenty ; 
But wae's me for him ! ſkin and bane 


Is no for a plump laſs of twenty, 0 4 15 
Howt awa, I winna hae him, "4 
Na, forſooth, I winna hae him ! 7s tix 
What ſignifies his dirty riggs, —_— 
And caſh, without a man wi' them, 48 
ma 
But ſhou'd my canker'd dady gar 25 5 F 8 
Me tak him *gainſt my inclination, +8 
] warn the fumbler to beware, han BY 
That antlers dinna claim their ſtation. ib ay + 
Howt awa, I winna hae him ! „ 
Na, forſooth, I winna hae him! 30 je | 
I'm fleed to crack the haly band, 1 . 
dae Lawty ſays, I ſhou'd nae hae him. 40 bY. 


COCK LAIRD. ; Sp 


A cock laird fou cadgie, 
With Jenny did meet. 
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He haws'd her, he kiſs'd her, 
And ca'd her his ſweet, 
Wilt thou gae alang 
WY me, Jenny, Jenny? 
Thouſe be my ain lemmane, 
Jo Jenny, quoth he. 


It J gang alang wr ye, 
Ye mauna fail 
To feaſt me with caddels 
And good hacket-kait. 
The deil's in your nicety, 
Jenny, quoth he, 
Mayna bannocks of bear-meal 
Be as good for thee. 


And I maun hae pinners, 

With pearling ſet round, 
A ſkirt of puddy, 

And a waiſtcoat of brown. 

Awa' with ilk vanities, 

Jenny, quoth he, 
For kurchis and kirtles 

Are fitter for thee. 


My lairdſhip can yield me 
As meikle a year, 
As had us in pottage 
And goad knockit beer : 
But having nae tenants, . 
O Jenny, Jenny, 


* 
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To buy ought I ne'er have 
A penny, quoth he. 


The Borrowſtoun merchants 

Will ſell you on tick, 

For we maun hae braw things, 35 
Abeit they ſoud break. 

When broken, frae care 

The fools are ſet free, 

When we mak them lairds 

In the Abbey, quoth ſhe. 4 


_————@—————————— plñĩ⅛171 WA ——7—]—̃—é— 


DRUKEN WIFE O' GALLOWA, 


Down in yon meadow a couple did tarrie, 

The goodwife ſhe drank naething but ſack and 
Canary. 

The goodman complain'd to her friends right 
airly, 

0! gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly. 


Firſt ſhe drank Crommy, and ſyne ſhe drank Garie, 


That carried me thro? the dubs and the lairie, 
0! gin, &c. 


dhe drank her hoſe, ſhe drank her ſhoon, 

And ſyne ſhe drank her bonny new gown; 10 
dhe drank her ſark that cover'd her rarely, 

J gin, &c. 
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And ſyne ſhe drank my bonny grey marie, 6 
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Wad ſhe drink her ain things, I wadna care, 

But ſhe drinks my claiths I canna weel ſpare ; 

When I'm wi' my goſſips, it angers me fairly, 1; 
O! gin, &c, 


My Sunday's coat ſhe has laid it a wad, 

The beft blue bonnet e'er was on my head: 

At Kirk and at market I'm cover'd but barely, 
gin, &c. 20 


My bonny white mittens I wore on my hands, 
Wi' her neighbour's wife ſhe has laid them in 
pawns 3 
My bane-headed ſtaff that I loo'd ſa dearly, 
O! gin, &c. 


I never was for wrangling nor ſtrife, 25 
Nor did I deny her the comforts of life, 


For when there's a war, I'm ay for a parley, 
O gin, &c. 


When there's ony money, ſhe maun keep the 


purſe : 
If I ſeek but a bawbie, ſhe'll ſcold and ſhe"! 
curſe ; . z0 


She lives like a queen, I ſcrimped and ſparely; 
O! gin, &c. 


A pint wi her comers 1 wad her allow; 
But when ſhe fits down, the gets herlel fu'; 
And when the is fu', ſhe is unco camſtarie. 37 


61 gin, &c. 


When ſhe comes to the ſtreet, ſhe roars and ſhe 
rants, 
Has no fear of her neighbours, nor minds the 
houſe wants; 
She rants up ſome fool ſang, like, Up your heart, 
Charlie. . 
0! gin, &c. 40 


When ſhe comes hame, ſhe lays on the lads, 
The laſſes ſhe ca's them baith bs and j—s, 
And ca's myſel' ay ane auld cuckold carlie. 

0! gin, &c. 44 


FOR OUR LANG BI DING HERE. 


Wuern we came to London town, 
We dream'd of gowd in gowpens here, 
And rantingly ran up and down, 
In riſing ſtocks to buy a ſkair : 
We daftly thought to row in rowth, [ 
But for our daffin paid right dear; 
The lave will fare the war in trouth, 
For our lang biding here. 


But when we fand our purſes toom, ; 
We hang our lugs, and wi a gloom, 


Gun'd at ſtockjobbing ane and a'. 


And dainty ſtocks began to fa', 10 


* 


4 
1 — ' at 
+ * 1 7 EF Cs 


"a noms as 
„ = - 


* 
* 
* 
5 


— - 


„ -” os * 
” 
% 4 _ . 
- „ =- 
- 


3 . — 
2 + 27 
"a = : b 


_ 


= 4 - 
bs 
1 _ 


* 
— 


REST 2 
* 7. 164%. woe _ 
Pre 
- * 
— o _— 
2 1 


* 

4 A 

= = _ . 
9 * Lg a 


178 SCOTS sos. 


If ye gang near the South-ſca houſe, 
The Whillywha's will grip your gear, 
Syne a' the lave will fare the war, 
For our lang biding here. 


FOR THE SAKE OF SOMEBODY, 


Fon the fate of ſomebody, 
For the ſale of ſomebody ; 

I cou'd wake a winter-night 

For the ſake of ſomebody, 

I am gawn to ſeek a wife, 
I am gawn to buy a plaidy ; 

1 have three ſtane of Woo; 
Carling is thy doughter ready? 

Fer the ſabe, &c. 


Betty, laſſie, ſay't thy ſel; 
Tho? thy dame be ill to ſhoo, 
Firſt we'll buckte, then we'll tell, 
Let her flyte and fyne come to: 
What ſignifies a mither's gloom, 
When love and kiſſes come in play ? 
Shou'd we wither in our bloom, 
And in fimmer mak nae hay ? 


Far the ſake, &c. 
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She. ON 

x Bonny lad, I carena by ; 1 
Tho? I try my luck wi' thee, 20 | 4 bl 
Since ye are content to tye - 2 
The ha'f-merk bridal-band wi! me; ' 
I ſlip hame and waſh my feet, 91 
And ſteal on linens ſair and clean, = 
35ne at the tryſting-place we'll meet, 25 = 
To do but what my dame has done. ie. N 
For the ſabe, &c. „% 
. 

He. 0 

Now my lovely Betty gives Fr, tif 
Conſent in ſick a heartſome gait, — 
t me frae a' my care relieves, 305 7 
And doubts that gart me aft look blate; | 105 
Then let us gang and get the grace; 1 
For they that have an appetite +" 
Ihould eat, and lovers ſhould embrace K 
If theſe be fau'ts, 'tis Nature's wyte. 35 7 at N 
For the ſake, &c. by: 
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Tune, —Fy, gar rub her oer wi” frac. 
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Look up to Pentland's tow'ring tops, 
Buried beneath great wreaths of ſnaw, 
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O'er ilka cleugh, ilk ſcar and lap, 
As high as ony Roman wa'. 


* 
— 8 —— — 


— — 


Driving their baws frae wl:ins or tee, 
There's no nae gowfer to be ſeen, 
Nor douſſer fowk wyſing a-jee 
The byaſt bouls on Tamſon's gree::. 


Then fling on coals, and ripe the ribs, 
And beek the houfe baith but and hen, 

That mutchkin ſtoup it hads but dribs, 
Then let's get in the tappit hen. 


SS” 
»#%, 


Good claret beſt keeps out the cauld, 
And drives away the winter ſoon ; 

It makes a man baith gaſh and bauld, 
And lifts his faul beyond the moon. 


— — 


; 


[2 
; 
: 


Leave to the gods your ilka care, 
Lf that they think ns worth their white, 
They can a rowth of bleſſings ſpare, 


Which will our faſhious fears begutle, 


bo -- OS 
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For what they have a mind to do, 

That will they do, ſhould we gang wood; 
If they command the ſtorms to blaw, 

Then upo' ſight the hailſtains thud. 


DN 


_— — 
— 


— 


But ſoon, as e'er they cry, be quiet, 
The blatt'ring winds dare nae mair move, 
But cour into their caves, and wait 
The high command of ſupteme Jove 
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Let neiſt day come as it thinks fit, 

The preſent minute's only ours; 30 
On pleaſure let's employ our wit, 
And laugh at fortune's feckleſs powers. 


FY GAR RUB HER O'ER WT STRAE. 


on ye meet a bonny laſſie, 
Gi'e her a kiſs and let her gae 
But if ye meet a dirty huſſy, 
by gar rub her o'er wi' ſtrae. 
Be ſure ye dinna quit the grip 5 
Of ilka joy when ye are young; 
Before auld age your vitals nip, 
And lay you twatald o'er a rung. 


weet youth's a blyth and heartſome time; 
Then, lads and laſſes, while 'tis May, 19 
{1e pu? the gowan in its prime, 
Belore 1t wither and decay. 
Watch the ſaft minutes of delyte, 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, 
And kifles, laying a? the wyte | 15 
On you, if ſhe kepp ony ſkaith. 


Hath ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll, ſmiling, ſay, 
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy rook ; 
ne frae your arms ſhe'll rin away, 


And hide herſcll in ſome dark nook, 20 
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Her laugh will lead you to the place 

Where lies the happineſs ye want, 

And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nineteen nayſays are haff a graut. 


Now to her heaving boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a kiſs : 
Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 

As taiken of a future bliſs, 


T1 Thele benniſons, I'm very ſure, 4 
1 Are of the gods indulgent grant 

Then, ſurly carles, wiſht, forbear } na'e 

To plague us wi” your whining cant. Bon 

| tae a 

14 And 

14 Tr 

14 A, 


O ruts is my departing time! 

For here nae langer meun I ſtay: 
There's not a friend or foe of mine 
But wiſhes that I were away. 


What I hae done for lack o' wit, 
74 I never, never can recal ! 
0 L hope you're a' my friends as yet: 


oy Good-night and joy be wi' you all. 


HEAE 
1 ſwe 


de was 
It met 
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ALL —— —ͤ——. 2 2 — — 
— 


| we layen three herring à ſa't : 

Bonnie laſs, gin ye'll take me, tell me now: 
And I hae brow'n three pickles o' ma't: 
And I cannae cum ilka day to woo ; 

To wee, t9 woo, tu lift and to wog: * 


And I cannae eum iiba day to 199. 


hie a wee ca'f that wad fain be a cow: 


- 
42 I...» 


"Ox 
Bonnie laſſie, gin yell take me, tell me now: be! 
. n * 10 
hac a wee gryce that wad fain be a ſow : . 
And I cannae cum ilka day to woo; 15 "58 
To won, to won, to lilt and to woo ; Eo 
. A df 
And I cannae cum illa day to woo. 8 
E * * * * * * 
: . 
* 
"wat 
9 
*. 
UP IN THE MORNING EARLY. 1 
+ 
. . 42 
ura gaed a fair maiden out to walk, * 
2 15 
: ſweet morning of July; We 
2 8 
ie was gay, bonnie, coy, and voung "M1 
8 of , 3 COY) young), 2 
t met wi” a lad unruly. 2 
* 
— 4 
. . By 
* took her by the hly-white hand, 5. 4 
d ſwore he loo'd her truly; | 3x 


e man forgot, but the maid thought on; 
twas in the month of July! 
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KIST THE STREEN. 


OI was kiſt yeſtreen ! 

O as I was kiſt yeſtreen ! 

Dll never forget till the day that I die, 
Sae mony braw kiſſes his Grace gae me. 


My father was ſleeping, my mither was out, x; 
And I was my lane, and in came the Duke: 
I'll never forget till the day that I die, 

Sae mony braw kiſſes his Grace gae me, 


Kiſt the ſtreen, kiſt the ſtreen, 
Up the Gallowgate, down the Green : 10 
Ill never forget till the day that I dic, 
Sac mony braw kiſſes his Grace gae me, 
* „ 4 „ „ * 


Was 1 gaed to the mull my lane, 
For to gronnd my malt, 

The miller-laddie kiſt me; 
I thought it was nae fau't. 

What thongh the laddie kiſt me, 
When I was at the mill! 
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\ kiſs is but a touch; 
And a touch can do na ill. 


loo the miller-laddie ! 

And my laddie lues me; 19 
le has fic a blyth look, 

And a bonnie blinkin ee. 
hat though the laddie kiſt me, 
When I was at the mill! 
A kiſs is but a touch, | 15 
And a touch can do na ill. 


__——————————————————————— 


Tune,—Peaſe Strae. 


ar country fwain that haunts the plain, 
Driving the lightſome plow ; 

At uight though tired, with love all fired, 
He view's the laſhe's brow, 


The flails flap merrilie ; 
2 raiſe the maids out o' their beds, 
To ſhake the peaſe-ſtrae, 


ar Jenny raiſe, pat on her claiſe, 

dyne tuned her voice to ling ; 10 
dle ſang ſae ſweet, wi? notes compleat, 

Gard a' the echoes ring; 

dad a' the males lay by their flails, 

And dance moſt merrily; 


nan morning comes, inſtead of drums, 5 
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And bleſs the hour that ſhe had power 
To ſhake the peaſe-ſtrae. 


— 880 — —Ü——— t 


The muſing ſwain diſturb'd in brain, 
Faſt to her arms he flew, 

And ſtrave a while, then wi' a ſmile, 
Sweet Jenny red in hue, 

She ſaid right aft, I think ye're daft, 


That tempts a laſſie ſae; 
Ve'll do me wrang, pray let me gang, 


And ſhake the peaſe-ſtrae. 


—— —_ 


R 


My heart, ſaid he, ſair wounded be, 
For thee, my Jenny fair ; 

Without a jeſt, I get nae reſt; 
My bed it proves a ſnare. 

Thy image fine, preſents me ſyne, 
And takes a' reſt me frae ; 

And while I dream, in your eſteem 
You reckon me your fae. 


Which is a ſign ye will be mine, 
Dear Jenny ſay nae na; 
But ſoon comply, or elſe I die, 


Sae tell me but a flaw, 
If you can love, for none above 


Thee I can fancy ſae; 
I would be bleſt if I but wit, 
That you would ſhake my ftrae. 


Then Jenny ſmil'd ; ſaid, You're beguil'd, 
I canna fancy thee ; 
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ſy minny bauld, ſhe would me ſculd 

dze dinna die for me. 

But yet I own I am near grown, 45 
A woman; fince it's ſae, 

Ill marry thee, ſyne you'll get me 

To ſhake your peaſc-ſtrae. 


15 


THE DAINTY DOWNBY. 


Tornz's a farmer near hard by, 

Sent out his daughter to keep the ky, 
Sent out his daughter to keep the ky, 

In the green of the Dainty Dowaby. 


<> 


This laſſie being of a noble mind, 5 
She went to the garden to pu' a pickle thyme, 
She went to the garden to pu? a pickle thyme, 

In the garden of the Dainty Dowuby. 


Little did ſhe ken that the laird was at hame, 
Little did ſhe ken that the laird was at hame, 16 
Little did ſhe ken that the laird was at hame, 
The laird of the Dainty Downby. 


He has ta'en her by the milk-white hand, 

He has ta'en her by the graſs- green ſleeve, 

He has made her to be at his command, 15 
In the green of the Dainty Downhy. 
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O go hame ! go hame, and tell your father thi, 

Go hame, go hame, and tell your father this, 

Go hame, go hame, and tell your father this, 
What ye've gotten in the Dainty Downby, 20 


Her father is to this young laird gone, 

For to pay ſome rents that he was owing, 

For to pay ſome rents that he was owing, 
To the laird of the Dainty Downby. 


O how is your daughter Marg'ret ! he ſaid, 2; 

O how is your daughter Marg'ret ! he ſaid, 

O how is your daughter Marg'ret ! he ſaid, 
Since ſhe was in the Dainty Downby ? 


Gae gar her come and ſpeak to me, 
Gae gar her come and ſpeak to me, 30 
Gae gar her come right ſpeedily, 

To me in the Dainty Downby. 


When this laſſie before this young laird came, 

Her lover baith grew pale and wan: 

O Marg'ret, Marg'ret! you've lain with a man, 3; 
Since you was in the Dainty Downby. 


O kind Sir! you may well underſtand, 

Since you made me to be at your command, 

You made me to be at your command ; 
And wo to your Dainty Downby : 49 


O Marg'ret, Marg'ret ! gif I be the man, 
If I be the man that has done you the wrang. 
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1 hall be the man that will raiſe you again, 
Since you Was in the Dainty Downby. 


Then he has call'd upon his vaſlals all, 45 

He has call'd on them baith great and ſmall ; 

Then he has made her there, before them all, 
The Lady of the Dainty Downby. 


BARM. 


L trip upon trenchers, ?*ll dance upon diſhes; 
My mither ſent me for barm, for barm : 
nd through the kirk-yard I met wi' the laird, 
The filly poor body could do me no harm. 


But down i' the park, I met with the clerk, 5 


And he gaed me my barm, my barm. 
* * * „ „* * 
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Tune, Green Sleeves, 


\s I walk'd by myſelf, I ſaid to myſelf, 
And myſelf ſaid again to me, 

Look well to thyſelf, take care of thyſelf, 
For nobody cares for thee. 
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Then I anſwer'd to myſelf, od ſaid to mylelf, ; Ga 
With the ſelf-ſame repartee, ; 
Look well to thyielf, or not to thyſelf, 
It's the ſelf-ſame thing to me. Up 
I 
Wh 
I 
Fift 
Locax water and Logan braces — I 
I helped a bonnie lathe on wi' her claiths ; Ani 
Firſt wi' her ſtockings, and then wi' her {liogn; 1 
And ſhe gave me the glaiks when a' was done. 
dhe 
But had I kend what I ken now, 8 
I ſhould have bang'd her belly fou, Bu 
Her belly fou, and her apron up, ; 
And hae ſhew'd her the way to Logan kirk. 
| Up 
Lai 
| F 
THE BONNIE LASS OF ANGLESEY, 1 
e 
Os king he has a ſecret to tell, 
And ay we'll keep it muſt and be; s 


The Engliſh lords are coming down, 
To dance and win the victory. 


Our king has cry'd a noble cry, 
And ay we'll keep it muſt and be; 
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Gar ſaddle ye, and bring to me, 
The bonnie lals of Angleſey, 


Up ſhe ſtarts as white as the milk, 
Between him and his company 
What is the thing I hae to aſk, 
If I ſhould win the victory 


Fiftcen ploughs but and a mill, 
[ll gie thee till the day thou die; 
And the faireſt knight in a' my court, 
To chuſe thy huſband for to be. 
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She's ta'en the fifteen lords by the hand, 
Saying, Will ye come dance with me ? 
But on the morn, at ten o'clock, 
They gave it o'er moſt ſhamefully. 
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Up then roſe the fifteenth lord; 
| wat an angry man was he; 


Laid by frae him his belt and ſword, 
And to the floor gaed manfully. 
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He ſaid, My feet ſhall be my dead, 
Before ſhe win the victory; 

But before ' twas ten o'clock at night, 
He gaed it o'er as ſhamefully. 
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Mr wife's a wanton wee thing, 

My wife's a wanton wee thing, 

My wite's a wanton wee thing ; 
She'll never be guided by me. 


She play'd the loon e'er ſhe was married, 

She play'd the loon e'er ſhe was married, 

She play'd the loon e'er ſhe was married; 
She'll do't again e'er ſhe die. 


Symon BxoptE had a cow: 
The cow was loft, and he cou'd na find her; 
When he had done what man cou'd do, 

The cow came hame, and the tail behind her, 
Honeſt, auld Symon Brodie, 5 
Stupid, auld, doited bodies: 

Pl aua' to the North Countrie, 
And fee my ain dear Symon Brodie. 


' Symon Brodie had a wife, 
And wow but ſhe was braw and bonnie; le 
She took the diſh-clout aff the bink, 
And prin'd it to her cockernonie. 
Hone/t, auld Symon Brodie, &c. 
* * * * 


SCOTS SONGS, 193 


Doan Coweren and his man 
They've gane to the fair ; 

They've gane to court a bonny lafs, 
But Gent a ma was there: 

But he has gotten an auld wife, 3 
And ſhe's come hyrpling hame ; 
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* 
aud ſhe's fa'n o'er tne buffet-ſtool, | fa 
And brake her rumple-bane. ol 
Sing, Hey Donald, how Donald, fg 
Hey Donald Cowper ; 10 80 
Hes gane awe? to court a wife, i 
And he's come hame without her. 6 
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5 97 
. dwells a Tod on yonder craig, » 70 
g 4 5 * 75 
And he's a Tod of might —a; „ 
He lives as well on his purchaſe, 0 


As ony laird or knight—a, 


10 n Armſtrang ſaid unto the Tod, 5 | 1 
An ye come near my ſheep—a, bu” 
The firſt time that I meet wi? you, 0 


It's I will gar ye greet—a. 
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The Tod ſaid to John Armſtrang again, 
Ve dare na be ſac bauld—a ; 10 
For'n I hear ony mair o' your din, 
I'll worry a' the ſheep o' your fauld—a. 


The Tod he hies him to his craig, 
And there fits he fu' crouſs—a ; 

And for Johnnie Armftrang, and a' his tykes, 1; 
He does not care a louſe —a. 


RECKLE MAHUDIE. 


Wursk will we get a wife to you ? 
My auld fon Reckle Mahudie. 


„ Wha but Maggie a-yont the burn, 
« She'll make a wife right gudie.“ 


J fear ſhe'll be but a ſober wife, j 


My auld fon Reckle Mahudie. 


© I believe you'd hae me ſeek a king's dochter, 
« But foul fa' me if I dudie.“ 


O what'll you hae to your wadden feaſt ? 
My auld fon Reckle Mahudie. 


10 


A pint of broſe and a good ſa't herring, 
* It'll make a feaſt right gudie.“ 
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fear it'll be but a ſober feaſt, 
My auld fon Reckle Mahudie. 


„J believe you'd hae me hae baith ſodden and 
“ roaſt, 15 
« But foul fa' me if I dudie.” 


O wha'll you hae at your wadden, 
My auld ſon Reckle Mahudie ? 


« Wha but Maggie an myſell, 
* It U make a wadden right gudie.“ 
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| ſear it'll be but a ſober wadden, 
My auld fon Reckle Mahudie. 


I believe you'd hae me hae an hoſt of folk, 
© But foul fa' me gin I dudie.“ 
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TAK YOUR AULD CLOAK ABOUT YE. 


[; Winter when the rain rain'd cauld, 
And froſt and ſna on ilka hill, 
And Boreas, wi' his blaſts ſae bauld, 
Was threat'ning a' our ky to kill; 
Then Bell, my wife, wha lo'es nae ſtrife, 
daid unto me right haſtilie, 
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Get up goodman, ſave Crumy's life, 
And tak your auld cloak about ye. 


He. 
O. Bell, why doſt thou flyte and ſcorn ? 
Thou ken'ſt my cloak is very thin 
It is ſo bare and overworne, 
A cricke he thereon cannot rin. 
Then I'll nae langer borrow or lend, 
For ance I'll new apparel d be; 
To-morrow I'll to toun and ſpend, 
I'll have a new cloak about me. 


She. 


My Crumy is an uſefu' cow, 

And ſhe is come of a good kine ; 
Aft has ſhe wet the bairnis mow ; 
And I am laith that ſhe ſhould tyne. 
Get up, goodman, it 15 fou time, 
The ſun ſhines in the lift ſae hie; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 
Gae tak your auld cloak about ye. 


He. 
My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear; 
But now its ſcantly worth a groat, 
For I have worn't this thretty year. 
Let's ſpend the gear that we have won, 
We little ken the day we'll die ; 
Then I'll be proud, fince I have ſworn 
To have a new cloak about me, 
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She. 


n days when our king Robert rang, 
His trews they colt but half-a- crown; 
He ſaid they were a groat our dear, 
And ca'd the taylor thief and lown. 
He was the king, that wore a crown, 
And thou'rt a man of laigh degree; 
is pride puts a' the country down, 
dae tak thy auld cloak about thee. 


He. 


Every land has its ain lough, 

is kind o' corn it has its hool; 

I think the warld is a' run wrang 
When ilka wife her man wad rule. 
Do ye not ſee Rob, Jock, and Hab, 
As they are girded gallantly, 

While I fit hurklen in the aſe ? 

IU hae a new cloak about me, 


She, 


Goodman, I wat 'tis thretty years 

dyne we did ane anither ken, 

And we have had atween us twa, 

Of lads and bonny laſſes ten: 

Now, they are women grown and men, 
wich and pray weil may they be: 
And why will thou thyſell miſken ? 
Een tak your auld cloak about ye. 
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He. 


Bell my wife, ſhe lo'es na ſtrife, 

But ſhe wad guide me if the can ; 

And to maintain an eaſy life, 

I att maun yield, tho' I'm goodman. & 
Nought's to be won at woman's hand 

Unleſs ye gie her a' the plea ; 

Then I'll leave off where I began, 

And tek my auld cloak about me. 64 


TARRY WOO. 


T axxy woo, tarry woo, 

Tarry woo is ill to ſpin 

Card it well, card it well, 

Card it well e'er ye begin. 

When 'tis carded, row'd and ſpun, [ 
Then the work is haflens done ; 

But when woven, dreſt and clean, 

Ik may be cleading for a queen. 


Sing, my bunny harmleſs ſheep, 
That feed upon the mountains ſteep, 10 
Bleating ſweetly as ye go 
Thro' the winter's froſt and ſnow ; 
Hart and hynd and fallow deer, 
No be ha'f ſo uſeful are; 
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F::e kings to him that ha'ds the plow, 
Are all oblig'd to tarry woo. 


Up ye ſhepherds, dance and ſkip, 
Oer the hills and valleys trip, 
Sing up the praiſe of tarry woo, 
Sing the flocks that bear it too; 
Harmleſs creatures without blame, 
That clead the back and cram the wame, 
Keep us warm and hearty fou; 
Leeſe me on the tarry woo. 


How happy is a ſhepherd's life, 
Far frae courts and free of ſtrife, 
While the gimmers bleat and bae, 
And the lambkins anſwer mae ? 
No ſuch muſic to his ear, 

Of thief or fox he has no fear; 
dturdy kent and colly too, 
Well defend the tarry woo. 
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He lives content, and envies none 
Not even a monarch on his throne, 
Tho? he the royal ſceptre ſways, 
Has not ſweeter holydays. 
Who'd be a king, can only tell, 
When a ſhepherd ſings ſae well; 
Sings ſae well, and pays his due, 
With honeſt heart and tarry woo ? 
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THERE'S MY THUMB I'LL NE'ER BEGUILE Tir 


My ſxeeteſt May, let love incline thee, 
T' accept a heart which he deſigns thee ; 
And, as your conſtant ſlave regard it, 
Syne for its faithfulneſs reward it. 

*Tis proof a-ſhot to birth or money, 

But yields to what is ſweet and bonny; 
Receive it then with a kiſs and a ſmily; 
There's my thumo it will ne'er beguile ye, 


How tempting ſweet theſe lips of thine are! 
Thy boſom white, and legs ſae fine are, 
That, when in pools I fee thee clean 'em, 
They carry away my heart between 'em. 

I with, and I with, while it gaes duntin, 

O gin I had thee on a mountain, 

Tho? kith and kin and a' ſhou'd revile thee, 
There's my thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee. 


Alane through flaw'ry hows I dander, 
Tenting my flocks leſt they ſhould wander; 
Gin thou'll gae alang, I'll dart thee gayle, 
And gi” ye my thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee. 
O my dear laſhe, it is but daſfin, 

To had thy wover up ay nitl-naffin. 

That Na, na, na, I hate it moſt vilely ; 

O ſay yes, and I'll ne'er beguile thee, 
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O STEER HER UP AND HAD HER GAWIN. 


Orrs her up and had her gawin, 
Her mither's at the mill, jo; 
But gin ſhe winna tak a man, 
Een let her tak her will, jo. 
Pray thee, lad, leave filly thinking, 5 
Caſt thy cares of love away; 
Let's our ſorrows drown in drinking, 
Tis daffin langer to delay. 


K 
ww = 
P 3 
Wa w 


„ 


Sce that ſhining glaſs of claret, 
How invitingly it looks; 10 
Tak it ax, and let's hae mair o't, 
Pox on fighing, trade, and books. 
Let's hae mair pleaſure while we're able, 
Bring us in the meikle bowl, 
Place't on the middle of the table, 15 
And let the wind and weather gowl. 
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Call the drawer, let him fill it 

Fou' as ever it can hold: 
O tak tent ye dinna ſpill it, 

'Tis mair precious far then gold. 20 
By, you've drunk a dozen bumpers, 

Bacchus will begin to prove, 
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Spite of Venus and her mumpers, 
Drinking better is than love. 21 


SIR JOHN MALCOLM. 


Kee ye weel frae Sir John Malcolm, Igo anc 


ago; 
If he's a wiſe man, I miſtak him, Iram coram 
dago. 


Keep ye weel frae Sandie Don, Igo and ago; 
He's ten times dafter than Sir John, Iram co:un 
dago. 


To hear them of their travels talk, 
To gae to London's but a walk : 

I hae been at Amſterdam, 

Where I ſaw mony a braw madam, 


To ſee the wonders of the deep, 

Wad gar a man haith wail and weep ; 10 
To ſee the Leviathans ſkip, 

And wi' their tail ding o'er a ſhip. 


Was ye e'er in Crail town? 

Did ye ſee Clark Diſhingtoun? 

His wig was like a drouket hen, 13 
And the tail o't hang down, 

Uke a meikle maan larg draket gray gooſe- pen, 


gut for to make ye mair enamour'd, 

He has a glaſs in his beſt chamber; 

Pat forth he ſtept unto the door, 20 
For he took pills the night before. 


ROCK AND WEE PICKLE TOW, 


Tar was an auld wife had a wee pickle tow, 
And ſhe wad gae try the ſpinning o't, 

ut louten her down, her rock took a low, 
And that was an ill beginning o't ; 

the lap and the grat, ſhe flet and ſhe flang, 

She trow and ſhe drew, ſhe ringled, ſhe rang, 


r 
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That ever I-try'd the ſpinning o't. 


hae been a wife theſe threeſcore of years, 
And never did try the ſpinning o't; 10 
but how I was ſarked foul fa' them that ſpeirs, 
For it minds me o' the beginning o't; 
The women now a-days are turned ſae bra', 
That ilk ane maun hae a fark, ſome maun hae twa, 


But a wee rag at the beginning o't, 
ſoul fa* them that e'er advis'd me to ſpin, 


For it minds me o' the beginning o't; 
L 6: 
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She choaked, ſhe bocked, and cried, Let me hang. 


but the warld was better whan feint ane ava, 15 
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Intel] have ended as I had begun, [ vi 

And usve bat try'd the ſpinning oft : + For 
But they ſny he's a wiſe wife wha kens her ain wc. N 
] thought ance a day it wad never be ſpeir'd. Þ 


How loot you the low tak the rock by the bes 


Whan you gaed to try the ſpinning o't ? Wit 
Ant 
The ſpinning, the ſpinning, it gars my heart f:: Ani 


Whan I think on the beginning o't; 26 


I thought ance in a day to *ave made a wah. 1 
And this was to 'ave been the beginning © : 4 
But had I nine doughters, as I hae but three, 
The ſafeſt and ſoundeſt advice I wad gie, 3 My 
That they frac ſpinning wad keep their hands free, An 
For fear o' an ill beginning o't. Ar 
Ta 
But in ſpite of my couniel if they wad needs vun | 
The dreary ſad taik o' the ſpinning o't, 
Let them ſeek out a | loun place at the heat o the 
ſun, 35 Al 
Syne venture on the beginning oft : Ye 
For, O do as I've done, alake and vor, 1 
| 


To buſk up a rock at the cheek of a low, 
They'd ſay, that I had little wit in my pow, 
And as little I've done wi' the ſpinning o't. 47 


SPINNING WHEEL, 


As I ſat at my ſpinning wheel, 
A. bonny lad was paſſing by 
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| view'd him round, and lik'd him weel, 

For trouth he had a glancing eye. 
My heart new panting 'gan to feel, $ 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 


With looks all kindneſs he drew near, 

And Rill mair lovely did appear; 

And round about my flender waiſt 

He claſp'd his arms, and me-embrac'd : 10 
To kiſs my haud ſyne down did kneel, 
As I fat at my ſpinning wheel. 


My milk-white hands he did exto], 
And prais'd my fingers Jang and ſmall, 
Aud ſaid, there was nae lady fair 1.5 
That ever cou'd with me compare. 
Theſe words into my heart did ſteal, 


But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning wheel, 


Altho' I ſeemingly did chide, 
Yet he wad never be deny'd, 20 
But ſtill declar'd his love the mair, 
Until my heart was wounded fair : 
That I my love cou'd ſcarce conceal, 
Yet {till I turn'd my. ſpinning wheel. 


My banks of yarn, my rock and reel; 25 
My winnels and my ſpinning wheel ; 
He bid me leave them all with ſpeed, 
And gang with him to yonder mead : 
My yielding heart ſtrange flames did feel, 
Yet fill I turn'd wy ſpinning wheel. 3© 
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About my neck his arm he laid, Thou! 
And whiſper'd, Riſe, my bonny maid, \hole 
And with me to yon haycock go, For ha 


FI! teach thee better wark to do. 
In trouth I loo'd the motion weel, 
And loot alane my {pinning wheel. 
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Amang the pleaſant cocks of hay, 

Then with my bonny lad I lay 

What late. young and ſaft as I, 

Cou'd fic a handſome lad deny ? 40 
Theſe pleaſures I cannot reveal, 


That far ſurpaſt the ſpinning wheel, 


Belle“ 
dince 


I'n 


To the Tune of Rock and wee pickle Tou. 


T nax a green purſe and a wee pickle gowd, 
A bonny piece land, and planting on't ; 

It fattens my flocks, and my barns it has Rowed: 
But the beſt thing of a's yet wanting on't : 


To grace it, and trace it, and gi'e me delight, R 
To bleſs me, and kiſs me, and comfort my fight, 4 
With beauty by Cay, and kindneſs by night, . 

And nae mair my lane gang ſaunt'ring on't. | 
My Chriſty is charming, and good as ſhe's fair; T1 


Her ccn and her mouth are inchanting ſweet : 
She ſmiles me on fire, her frowns gi'e defpair ; 1: 
I Llove while my heart gaes panting wi't. 
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Thou faireſt and deareſt delight of my mind, 

Thoſe gracious embraces by Heav'n were deiign'd 
For happieſt tranſports, and bliſſes refin'd, 15 
Nae langer delay thy granting iweet. 


For thee, bonny Chriſty, my ſhepherds and hynds 

Shall carefully make the year's dainties th ine; 

urs freed frae laigh care, while loy Wer mide, 

0: ar days ſhall with 3 id plenty ſhine. 29 
en hear me, and cheer me with imillug conſent; 

belive me, and give me no cauſe to lament, 

Gce I ne*er can be happy till thou ſay Content; 


I'm pleas'd with my Jamie, and he hall be mine. 


To the Tune of Saw nae ye my Peggy, 
Cour, let's hae mair wine in, 
Lacchus hates repining, 
enus lozs nae dwining, 
Let's be blyth and free. 
Away with dull, Here t'ye, Sir, 
Your miſtreſs, Rovie, n her, 
We'll drink her health wi' pleaſure, 
Wha's belov'd by thee. 


Then let Peggy warm ye, 
That's a laſs can charm ye. 
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Arm to joys alarm ye, 
Sweet is ſhe to me. 

Some angel ye wad ca? her, 

And never with anc brawer, 

If ye barcheaded ſaw her, 
Kiltit to the knee, 


Peggy a dainty laſs is ; 
Come, let's join our glaſſes, 
And refreſh our haaſcs, 
With a health to thee. 
Let coofs their caſh be clinking, 
Be ſtateſmen tint in thinking, 
While we with love and drinking 
Gie our cares the lie. 


THE COUNTRY WEDDING, 


Ros's Jock came to wooe our Jennie 
On ae feaſt-day when he was fow ; 

She buſked her and made her bonnie 
When ſhe heard- Jock was come to wooe : 
She burniſh'd her baith breaſt and brow, 

Made her as clear as ony clock. 

Then ſpake our dame, and ſaid, I trow 

You're come to wooe our Jennie, Jock! 


Ay, dame, ſays he, for that I yern 
To lout my head, and fit down by you: 
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Then ſpake our dame, and faid, My bairn 

Has tocher of her ain to gi? you. 

Tee hee, quoth Jennie, Keik, I ſee you; 
Vinnie, this man makes but a mock. 

Why ſay ye ſae? now leeſe me o' you, 15 
| come to wooe your Jennie, quoth Jock. 


My bairn has tocher of her awn, 
Although her friends do nane her lend, 
A fk, a ſtaig, an acre ſawn, 
A gooſe, a gryce, a clocking hen, 20 
Twa kits, a cogue, a kirn there ben, 
A keam, but and a keaming-ſtocking, 
Of dithes and ladles nine or ten, 
Come ye to wooe our Jennie, Jock? 


A trough, a trencher, and a tap, 25 
A taings, a tullie, and a tub, | 
A ſey-diſh and a milking-cap, 
A greap into a grupe to grub, 
A ſhode-ſhool of a holin club, 
A froath-ſtick, can, a creel, a knock, 30 
A braik for hemp, that ſhe may rub, 
I ye will marry our Jeanie, Jock. 


„ 


A firm, a ßrlot, and a neck, 
A rock, a reel, a gay clwand, 

A ſheet, a happer, and a ſack, 35 
A girdle, and a good wheel-band. 
Syne Jock took Jennie by the hand, 

Aud cry'd a banquet, and ſlew a ccck; 
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They held the bridal upon land, 
That was between our Jennie and Jock, Fe 
The bride upon her wedding went 

Barefoot upon a hemlock hill ; 
The bride's garter was o' bent, 

And ſhe was born at Kelly-mill. 

The firſt propine he hecht her till, 3 
He hecht to hit her head a knock, 

She baked and ſhe held her ſtill; 
And this gate gat our Jennie, Jock. 


When ſhe was wedded in his name, 
And unto him ſhe was made ſpouſe, 1 
They haſted them ſoon hame again, 
To dinner to the bridal-houſe. 
Jennie ſat jouking like a mouſe, 
But Jock was kneef as ony cock ; 
Says he to her, Had up your brows, i 
And fa”? to your meat, my Jennie, quoth Jock. 


What meat ſhall we ſet them beforn, 
To Jock ſervice loud can they cry, 
Serve them with ſowce and ſodden corn, 

Till a' their wyms do ſtand awry : 6 

Of ſine's fleſh there was great plenty, 
Whilk was a very pleaſant meat ; 

And garlick was a ſauce right dainty 
To ony man that pleas'd to cat. 


They had fix lavrocks fat and laden, b; 
With lang-kail, mutton, beef, and broſe, 
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xyme of paunches tough like plaiden, 

With good May butter, milk, and cheeſe. 
ennie fat up even at the meace, 

ad a her friends ſat her befide ; 70 
They were a' ſerv'd with ſhrewd ſervice, 

ad fae was ſeen upon the bride. 


it at the back-door faſt ſhe ſlade, 

Aud loos'd a buckle wi' ſome bends, 

e cackied Jock for a' his pride, 75 
And jawed out at baith the ends; 

80 ſtoutly her mother her defends, 

ad ſays, My bairn's looſe in the dock, 

It comes o' cauld, to make it kend; 

ink nae ill o' your Jennie, Jock. 80 


Altho* you hold it never ſo teugh; 

nd friends ſhall ſee ſhe's nae miſcarried, 

For I wat I have gear enough : 

An auld ga'd glyde fell owre the hevugh, 85 
cat, a cunnin, and a cock; | 
wanted eight ouſen, though I had the pleugh: 
yy this not ſerve your Jennie, quoth Jock? 


rave good fire for winter weather, 
A cod o' caff wou'd fill a cradle, 93 
L halter, and a good hay-tether, 

A duck about the doors to paddle : 

The pannel of a good auld ſaddle, 
id Rob my emme hecht me a fock, 


ow dame, ſays he, your daughter I've married, | 
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Twa lovely lips to lick a laddle ; 
Gif Jennie and I agree, quoth Jock. 


that! 
hall 1 
el dat 
ne, ta 
(| dai 
fick 


Sine 


A treen ſpit, a ram-horn ſpoon, 
A pair o' oots o' barked leather, 
All graith that's meet to coble ſhoon, 
A thraw-c rook for to twine a tether ; 
A ſwo d. a ſweel, a ſwine's bladder, 
A trump o' ſteel, a feather'd lock, 
An auld ſcull hat for winter weather, 
And meikle mair, my Jennie, quoth Jock, 


J have a cat to catch a mouſe, 
A gerſe-green cloak, but it will Renzic , 
A itch-fork to defend the houſe, 
A pair of branks, a bridle renzie; 
Of a? our ſtore we need not plenzie, 
Ten thouſand flechs intil a pock ; 
And 1s not this a wakerife menzie, 
To gae to bed wi” Jennie and Jock? 


Now when their dinner they had done, 
Then Jock himſell began t' advance; 
He bad the piper play up ſoon, 
For, be his troth, he wou'd gae dance. 
The piper piped till's wyme gripped, 
And a' the rout began to revel ; 
The bride about the ring ſhe ſkipped, 
Till out ſtarts baith the carle and cavel. ! 


Weel danc'd, Dickie, ftand aſide, Sandie; 
Weel danc'd Eppie and Jennie! 
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at tynes a Not o' the ſpring, 
hall pay the piper a pennie. 
danc'd Hugh Fiſher ; 
ve, take out the bride and kiſs her; 
d danc'd Beſſie and Ste'en ! 
ck a dance was never ſeen 
Since Chriff*s Kirk on the green, 


O'ER THE HILLS AND FAP AWAY, 


z met with Jenny fair, 
by the dawning of the day ; 
Jocky now 1s fu? of care, 
ce Jenny ſtaw his heart away: 
ho“ ſhe promis'd to be true, 
proven has, alake ! unkind ; 
ich gars poor Jocky aften.rue, 
it er he loo'd a fickle mind. 
And it's ver the hills and far away, 
I's oer the hills and far away, 
I's o'er the hills and far away, 
The wind has blawn my plaid away. 


ow Tocky was a bonny lad 

ter was born in Scotland fair; 

now, poor man, he's e'en gane wood, 
e Jenny has gart him deſpair, 
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Young Jocky was a piper's ſon, 

And fell in love when he was young, 

But a' the ſprings that he cou'd play 

Was, Over the hills and far away. 
And it's o'er the hills, &c. 


He ſung, When firſt my Jenny's face 
I ſaw, ſhe ſeem'd ſae fu? of grace, 
With meikle joy my heart was fill'd, 
That's now, alas! with forrow kill'd. 
Oh ! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
Twad put an end to my deſpair. 
Inſtead of that, ſhe 1s unkind, 
And wavers like the winter wind. 


And it's oer the hills, &c. 


Ah! cou'd ſhe find the diſmal wae, 
That for her ſake I undergae, 
She coud'na chuſe but grant relief, 
And put an end to a' my grief: 
But, oh! ſhe is as fauſe as fair, 
Which cauſes a' my ſighs and care; 
And ſhe triumphs in proud diſdain, 
And takes a pleaſure in my pain, 


And it's o'er the hills, &c. 


Hard was my hap, to fa? in love, 
With ane that does ſo faithleſs prove 
Hard was my fate, to court a maid, 
That has my conſtant heart betray'd ! 
A thouſand times to me ſhe ſware, 
She wad he true for evermair 
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But to my grief, alake ! I ſay, 
he ſtaw my heart, and ran away. 


Ind it's o'er the hills, &c. 


Since that ſhe will nae pity take, 
maun gae wander for her fake, 

Ard, in 11k wood and gloomy grove, 
1 ighing fing, Adieu to love. 

Since ſhe is fauſe whom I adore, 

I'll never truſt a woman more: 

re a' their charms I'll flee away, 

Aud on my pipe I'll ſweetly play, 
Jer hills and dales and far away, 
Der hills and dates and far away, 
Oer hills and dates and far away, 
The wind hat blawn my plaid away. 


THE RUNAWAY BRIDE. 


1 Laprz and a laſſie 

Dwelt in the South countrie, 
nd they hae caſſen their claiths thegither, 
And married they wad be: 

te bridal-day was ſet, 

On Tileday for to be ; 

en hey play up the rinawa? bride, 

For ſhe has ta'en the gie. 
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She had nae run a, mile or twa, 
Whan ſhe began to conſider, 

The angering of her father dear, 
The diſpleaſing o' her mither; 

The ſlighting of the filly bridegroom, 

The weel warſt o' the three; 


Then hey, &c. 


Her father and her mither 
Ran after her wi' ſpeed, 

And ay they ran until they came 
Unto the water of Tweed; 

And when they came to Kelſo town, 
They gart the clap gae thro', 

Saw ye a laſs wi' a hood and a mantle, 
The face o't lin'd up wi' blue; 


The face o't lin'd up wi' blue, 


And the tail lin'd up wi' green, 
Saw ye a laſs wi' a hood and a mantle, 
Was married on Tiſeday teen ? 


Now wally fu? fa? the filly bridegroom, 
He was as ſaft as butter; 
For had ſhe play'd the like to me, 
I had nae ſae eaſily quit her; 
I'd gi'en her a tune o' my hoboy, 
And ſet my fancy free, 
And ſyne play'd up the runaway bride, 
And lutten her tak the gie. 


rr 


THIS 15 NO MINE AIN HOUSE, 


Tas is no mine ain houſe, 
ken by the rigging ot; 
Since with my love I've changed vows, 
I dinna like the bigging o't. 
For now that I'm young Robie's bride, 
And miſtreſs of his fire-ſide, 
Mine ain houſe I like to guide, 
And pleaſe me wi' the trigging o't. 


Then farewell to my father's houſe, 

[ gang where love invites me; 
The ſtricteſt duty this allows, 

When love with honour meets me, 
When hymen moulds me into anc, 
My Robie's nearer than my kin, 

And to refuſe him were a fin, 
Sae lang's he kindly treats me. 


When I am in mine ain houſe, 
True love ſhall be at hand ay, 
To make me ftill a prudent ſpouſe, 
And let my man command ay ; 
Avoiding ilka cauſe of ftrife, 
The common peſt of married life, 
That makes ane wearied of his wife, 


And breaks the kindly band ay. 
Vor II. K 
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2 — 
TODLEN HAME. 


Ws I've a ſaxpence under my thum, 
Then I'll get credit in ilka town: 
But ay whan I'm poor, they bid me gang by; 
O! poverty parts good company, 
Todlen hame, todlen hame, 
Cou dna my love come todlen hame # : 


Fair fa' the goodwife, and ſend her good ſale; 
She gres us white bannocks to drink her ale; 
.Syne if her typpony chance to be ſma', 
We'll tak a good ſcour o't, and ca't awa', 10 
Todlen hame, todlen hame, 
As round as a neep come todlen bame. 


My kimmer and I lay down to ſleep, f 
And twa pint ſtoups at our bed- feet; Of 
And ay when we waken'd, we drank them dry: 1; I 
What think you of my wee kimmer and I ? Her 

Tollen butt and todlen ben, l 
'Sae round as my love comes todlen bame. x 

Leez me on liquor, my todlen dow, 

You're ay ſae good-humour'd when weeting you! p 


9 3 
mou“; : 0 
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When ſober ſae ſour, ye'Il fight wi' a flee, 

That it's a blyth ſight to the bairns and me, 
Todlen hame, todlen hame, 
Men round as a neep ye come todlen hame. 24 


_____A_EMRTRT]PR_____——______—_—_—_—@_— 


WHAT'S THAT TO YOU? 


M: Jeany and I have toil'd 
The live-lang ſummer day, 

Till we amaiſt were ſpoil'd 
At making of the hay : 

Her kurchy was of holland clear, 8 
Ty'd on her bonny brow; 

| whiſper'd ſomething in her ear, 
But what's that to you ? 


— 


10 


Her ſtockings were of Kerſy green, 
As tight as ony filk : 10 
O fick a leg was never ſeen; 
Her ſkin was white as milk; 
Her hair was black as ane could wiſh, 
And ſweet ſweet was her mou; 
Oh! Teany daintily can kiſs, re 
But what's that to you ? 


ſhe roſe and lily baith comhine 
To make my Jeany fair; 
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| There is no benniſon like mine, 
| I have amaiſt nae care; 

Only I fear my Jeany's face 
May cauſe mae men to rue ; 
And that may gar me ſay, Alas! 

But what's that to you ? 


* 


Conceal thy beauties if thou can, 
Hide that ſweet face of thine, 
That I may only be the man 
Enjoys theſe looks divine, 
O do not proſtitute, my dear, 
Wonders to common view, 
And I, with faithful heart, ſhall ſwear 
For ever to be true. 


King Solomon had wives enew, 
And mony a concubine; 
But I enjoy a bliſs mair true ; 
His joys were ſhort of mine : 
And Jeany's happier than they, 
She ſeldom wants her due ; 
All debts of love to her I'll pay, 
And what's that to you? 
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— ——— — —ä—iää—ẽ— ẽ 
WHERE WILL OUR GOODMAN LY ? 


He. 


Wenk wad bonnie Annie ly ? 
Alane nae mair ye maun ly; 

Wad ye a goodman try ? 

Is that the thing ye're lacking! 


She. 


Can a laſs ſae young as I, 1 
Venture on the bridal-tye, 

Syne down with a goodman ly ? 

Im flee'd he keep me wauking. | 


He. 
Never judge until ye try, 
Mak me your goodman, I 10 


danna hinder you to ly, 
And ſleep till ye be weary. 


She. 


What if I ſhou'd wauking ly, 

When the hoboys are gawn by, 

Will ye tent me when I cry, | 15 
My dear, I'm faint and iry ? 


He. 


In my boſom thou ſhalt ly, 
When thou wakrife art, or dry, 


JJ 
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Healthy cordial ſtanding by, 
Shall prefently revive tkee. 


She. 


Fo your will I then comply ; 
Toin us, prieſt, and let me try, 
How I'll wi' a goodman ly, 
Wha can a cordial gi'e me, 14 


ee I — — — ——___—_ 
WIDOW, ARE YE WAKING ? 


O wns's that at my chamber-door ? 
„Fair widow, are ye waking ?” 
Auld carl, your ſuit give q'er, 
Your love Iyes a' in tawking. < 
Gi'e me a lad that's young and tight, 
Sweet like an April meadow ; 
»Tis fic as he can bleſs the ſight, 
And boſom of a widow. 


« O widow, wilt thou let me in? 
« I'm pawky, wile, aud thrifty, 
« And come of a right gentle kin ; 
I'm little mair than fifty.“ 
Paft carl, dit your mouth, 
What fignifies how pawky, 
Or gentle-born ye be, —but youth, 
In love ye're but a gawx y. 
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„Then, widow, let theſe guineas ſpeak, 
« That powerfully plead clinkan 
„And if they fail, my mouth Ill ſteck, 
« And nae mair love will think on.“ 20 
Theſe court indeed, I maun confeſs, 
I think they mak you young, Sir, 
And ten times better can expreſs 
Affection, than your tongue, Sir. 24 


WAP AT THE WIDOW, MY LADDIE. 


Taz widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 
The widow can ſhape and the widow can ſew, 
And mony bra things the widow can do; 
Then have at the widow, my laddie. 
With courage attack her baith early and late, g 
To kiſs her and clap hei you manna be blate ; 
Speak well and do better, for that's the beſt gate 
To win a young widow, my laddie. 


The widow ſhe's youthfu?, and never ae hair 
The war of the wearing, and has a good ſkair 19 
Of every thing lovely; ſhe's witty and fair, 
And has a rich jointure, my laddie ? 
What cou'd you wiſh better your pleaſure to crown, 
Than a widow, the bonnieſt toaſt in the town, 
WW nacthing but draw in your ſtool and fit down, 
And ſport wi' the widow, my laddie? 16 
K 4 
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Then till *er and kill %er wi? courteſie dead, 

Tho? ſtark love and kindneſs be a? ye can plead; 

Be heartſome and airy, and hope to ſucceed 
WY a bonny gay widow, my laddie. 20 

Strike iron while 'tis het, if ye'd have it to wald, 

For Fortune ay favours the active and bauld, 

But ruins the wooer that's thowleſs and cauld, 
Unfit for the widow, my laddie. 24 


| 
| 


WILLY WAS A WANTON WAG, 


Wm was a wanton wag, 
The blytheſt lad that e'er I ſaw, 
At bridals ſtill he bore the brag, 
And carried ay the gree awa? : 
His doublet mY of Zetland ſhag, c 
And wow ! but Willie he was braw, 
And at his ſhoulder hang a tag, 
That pleas'd the laſſes beſt of a'. 


He was a man without a clag, 

His heart was frank. without a flaw ; 10 
And ay whatever Willie ſaid, 

It was ſtill hadden as a law. 
His boots they were made of the jag, 

When he went to the Weaponſhaw, 
Upon the green nane durſt him brag, 15 
The fiend a ane amang them a'. 
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Aud was not Willie well worth gowd ? 
He wan the love of great and ſma“; 
For after he the bride had kiſs'd, | 
He kiſs'd the laſſes hale-ſale a'. 20 9 8 
dae merrily round the ring they row'd, Ws. 
When be the hand he led them a', «4g 
And ſmack on ſmack on them beſtow*'d, - . c 
By virtue of a ſtanding law. | 
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And was nae Willie a great lown, - 
As ſhyre a lick as e'er was ſeen ? 
When he danc'd wi' the laſſes round, 
The bridegroom ſpeir'd where he had been. 
Both Willie, I've been at the ring, 
Vin Sn; faith, my ſhanks-are air; 3 30 
Gze ca? your bride and maiden in, 
For Willie he dow do nae mair. 
Then reſt ye, Willie, I'll-gae out, 
And for a wee fill up the ring. 
But, ſhame light on his ſouple ſnout; 95 
He wanted Willie's wanton fling. ot [1 
Then ſtraight: he to the bride did fare, 
Says, Well's me on your bonny face; 
W! bobbing Willie's ſhanks are fair, | 
And I'm come out to fill his place: 40 


Bridegroom, ſhe ay, you'll ſpoil the Fong 
And at the ring. you'll ay be lag, 
Unleſs, like Willie, ye advance : 
)! Willie has a wanton leg; 
K. 5 
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For wi't he learns: us a" to ſteer; HAT 
And foremoſt ay bears up the ring ; 
We wil find nae fic dancing here, 
If we want Willie's wanton fling. 


WOO'D AND MARRIED. AND . 


N 00'D and married and a', 
IW230'd and married and a, 
Was ſhe nae very weel aff, © 
Var ub and married and a“. 
The Bride came out of the byre; 
And O.as ſhe dighted her cheeks, 
Sirs, I'm to be married the night, 
And has neither blankets nor ſheets, 
Has neither blankets nor ſheets, 
Nor ſcarce a. coverlet too, 
The bride that. has al to borrow, 
Has e' en right meikle ado. 
| WWo9'd, and married; &. 


Out ſpake the bride's, father, 
As he came in frae the plough; 
O had ye're tongue, my doughter, 
And ye's get. gear enough 3. 
The ftirk that ſtands i' the tether, r 
And our bra” baſin'd yade,, 
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Will carry ye hame your corn, 
What wad ye be at, ye jad ? 
Wood, and married, &c. 


Out ſpake the bride's mither, 


What d—1 needs a' this . 3 7 | 


had nae a plack in my pouch 
That night I was a bride ;. 

My gown was linſy-woolfſy, 
And ne'er a fark ava 

And ye hae ribbons and buſkins, 
Mae than ane or twa. 


Mood, and married, &c.. 


What's the matter, quo Willie, 
Tho? we be ſcant o“ claiths;. 
We'll creep the nearer thegither, 
And we'll ſmore a' the fleas ;. 

zimmer is coming on, 
And we'll get teats of woo; 
And we'll get a laſs o' our ain, 
And ſhe'll ſpin claiths ene w. 
Woo'd, and married, &c. 


Jut ſpake the bride's brither, 
As he came in wi' the kie ; 
Voor Willie had ne'er a ta%en ve, 
Had he kent ye as weel as I; 
for you're baith proud and 1 
And no for a poor man's wife; 
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Gin I canna get a better, 
Iſle never take ane i“ my life, 
Moo'd, and married, &c. 


Out ſpake the bride's ſiſter, 56 
As ſhe came in frae the byre; 
O gin I were but married, 
It's a' that I defire : 
But we poor fo'k maun live fingle, 
And do the beſt we can; 75 
F dinna care what I ſhou'd want, 
If I cou'd get but a man, 
MWoo'd, and married, &c. 


WAT YE WHA 1 MET YESTREEN ?, 


N ow wat ye wha I met yeſtreen, 

Coming down the ſtreet, my jo ? 

My miſtreſs in her tartan. ſcreen, 

Fou bonny, braw, and ſweet, my jo. 

My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night, [ 
That never wiſh'd a lover ill, 

Since ye're aut of your mother's ſight, 

Let's take a wauk up to the hill. 


O Katy, wiltu' gang wi' me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while ? 10 
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The bloſſom's ſprouting frae the tree, 
And a? the ſummer's gaw'n to {mile : 

The mavis, nightingale, and lark, 

The bleating lambs, and whiſtling hind, 
In ilka dale, green, ſhaw, and park, 
Will nouriſh health, and glad ye'r mind. 


Soon as the clear goodman of day 
Bends up his morning draught of dew, 
We'll gae to ſome burn fide and play, 
And gather flowers to buſk ye'r brow: 
We'll pou the daiſies on the green, 

The lucken gowans frae the bog; 
Between hands now and then we'll lean, 
And ſport upo' the velvet fog. | 


There's up into a pleaſant glen, 
A wee piece frae my father's tow'r, 
A canny, ſoft, and flow'ry den, 
Where circling birks have form'd a bow'r : 
Whene'er the ſun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauler ſhade remove; 
There will I lock thee in mine arm, 


And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 
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KATY'S ANSWER, 


M. mither's ay glowran o'er me, 


Though ſhe did the ſame. before me ;. 
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I canna get leave to look to my loove, 
Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. 


Right fain wad I take ye'r offer, c 
Sweet Sir, but I'll tine my tocher ; 

Then, Sandy, yell fret, and wyte ye'r poor Kate, 
Whene'er ye keek in your toom coffer. 


For tho' my father has plenty 
Of ſiller and pleniſhing dainty, 10 
Vet he's unco ſwear to twin wi' his gear; 


And ſae we had need to be tenty. 


Tutor my parents wi' caution, 
Be wylie in ilka motion; 

Brag weel o' ye'r land, and there's my leal hand, 
Win them, I'll be at your devotion. 16 


— — — 


WE'LL.A* TO KELSO G0. 


A I'll awa' to bonny Tweed-ſide, 
And ſee my deary come throw, 

And he fall be mine, gif ſae he incline, 
For I hate to lead apes below. 


While young and, fair, I'll make it my care, 5 
To ſecure myſell in a jo; 

Pia no fic a fool to let my blood cool, 
And ſyne gae lead apes below. 


Few words, bonny lad, will eithly perſuade, 
Though bluſhang,. I daftly ſay, no; 
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23t 


19 


Gaz on with your ſtrain, and doubt not to gain, 
For I hate to lead apes below. 


We never can thrive or dow; 


Then I will do well, do better wha. will, 


And let them lead apes below, 


Our time is precious, and gods are gracious, 


That beauties upon us beſtow: 
Iis not to be thought we gat them for nought, 
Or to be ſet up for a ſhow: 


15 


20 


'Tis carried by votes; come, kilt p ye'r NP 
And let us to Edinburgh go, 


Where the that's bonny may entchi a Johnny, 


And never lead apes below: 


7. 


'WAYWARD WIFE, 


my ſon, 


you little know, | 
The ſorrows that from wedlock flow. 


Farewell to every day of eaſe, 


When you've gotten a wife to pleaſs2- 
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Sae bide you yet, and bide you yet, 
Fe little hen what's to hetide you yet, 
The half of that will gane you yet, 
If a wayward wife obtain you yet. 


The black cow on your foot ne'er trod, 
Which gars you ſing alang the road, 
Sae bide [you yet, &ce 


Sometimes the rock, ſometimes the reel, 

Or ſome piece of the ſpinning wheel, 

She will drive at ye wr good will, 

And then ſhe'll ſend ye to the deil. 
Sade bide ye yet, &c- 


When I like you was young and free, 

F valu'd not the proudeit ſhe; 

Like you I vainly boaſted. then, 

That men alone were born to reign; 
But bide you yet, &c. 


Great Hercules and Samſon too, 

Were ſtronger men than I or you; 

Vet they were baffled by their dears, 

And felt the diſtaff and the ſheers; 
Sae bide you yet, &c. 


Stout gates of braſs, and well built walls, 
Are proof *gainſt ſwords and cannon- balls, 
But nought is found by ſea or land, 
That can a wayward wife withſtand: 

Sae bide you yet, &c.. 
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2822 ͤ ˙àꝛ̃ꝛ̃ ß 22. * 5 
WE'RE GAYLY YET, I, ; 

Wizs gayly yet, and we're gayly yet, | "x ; 
And we're no very fou, but we're gaply yet; © 22 > 
Then ſit ye a whale, and tipple a bit, ys. 
Fir we're no very fou, but we're gayly yet. 2 4#; 
There was a lad and they ca'd him Dicky, 5 wo. 
He gae me a kiſs, and I bit bis lippy ; i} N 
Then under my apron he ſhew'd me a trick; = 
And we're no very fou', but we're gayly yet. 4 5 
And we're gayly yet, &c. | 3 


[There were three lads, and they were clad, 10 
There were three laſſes, and they them had, 
Three trees in the orchard are newly ſprung, 
And we's a' get gear enough, we're but young, 
Then up wi't Allie, Aillie, 
Up wit, Aillie, now, 15 
Then up wi't, Aillie, quo" cummer, 
We's d' get roaring fou. 


And one was kiſs'd in the barn, 
Another was kiſs'd on the green, 

Ihe third behind the peaſe ſtack, 29 
Till the mow flew up to her een. 


Then up wit, &c. 
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Now, fy, John Thomſon, rin, 


Gin ever ye ran in your life; 
De'il get you, but hey, my dear Jack, 23 
There's a man got a- bed with your wife. 


Then up wi't, &c. 


Then away John Thomſon ran, 
And I trow he ran with ſpeed ; 

But before he had run his length, 30 
The falſe loon had done the deed. 


Mere gayly yet, &c. 


UP AND WAR THEM A', WILLIE, 


Wars we went to the field of war, 
And to the Weaponſhaw, Willie, 
With true deſign to ſtand our ground, 
And chace our faes awa', Willie; 
Lairds and Lords came there bedeen, ; 
And vow gin they were pra', Willie, 
Up and war 'em a, Wile, 
War 'em, war 'em a', Wile. 


And when our army was drawn up, 

The braweſt e'er I ſaw, Willie, 10 
We did not doubt to rax the rout, 

And win the day and a', Willie. 
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pipers play'd frae right to left, 
fy, fourugh Whigs awa', Willie. 
Up and war, &c. 


But when our ſtandard was ſet up, 

So fierce the wind did bla', Willie, 
The golden knop down from the top, 
Unto the ground did fa', Willie. 

Then ſecqnd-fighted Sandy ſaid, 
We'll do nae good at a', Willie. 
Up and war, &c. 


When bra'ly they attack'd our left, 
Our front, and flank, and a', Willie; 
Our bald commander on the green, 
Our faes their left did ca', Willie, 
And there the greateſt ſlaughter made 
That e'er poor Tonald ſaw, Willie. 
Up and war, &c. 


firt when they ſaw our Highland mob, 
They ſwore they'd ſlay us a', Willie: 
And yet ane fyl'd his breiks for fear, 
And ſo did rin awa', Willie. 
We drave him back to Bonnybrigs, 
Dragoons, and foot, and a', Willie. 
Up and war, &c. 


But when their gen'ral view'd our lines, 
And them in order ſaw, Willie, 

He ſtraight did march into the town, 
And back his left did draw, Willie. 
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Thus we taught him the better gate 8 


To get a better fa', Willie. 
' Up and war, &c. 


And then we rally'd on the hills, 
And bravely up did draw, Willie : 45 
But gin ye ſpear wha wan the day, 
III tell you what 1 ſaw, Willie: 
We baith did fight, and. baith were beat, 
And baith did rin awa?, Willie, 
Bo there's my canty Highland ſang 40 
About the thing I ſaw, Willie. 


THE YELLOW-HAIR'D LADDIE, 


Tux yellow-hair'd laddie ſat down on yon brae, 
Cries, Milk the ewes, laſſie, let nane of them gae; 
And ay ſhe-milked, aud ay ſhe ſang, 
The yellow-hair'd laddie n be ** goodman, 
a * res ; 
The weather 4s cauld, oak my elaithing f is thin, 
The ewes are new clipped, they winna bught in; 
They winna bught in tho? I ſhou'd die, 
O yellow-hair'd laddie, be kind to we 
They winna _ in, &. 


| 
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The good wife cries butt the houſe, Jenny, come 
ben, | a 

The cheeſe is to mak, and the butter's to kirn; 

Tho' butter, and cheeſe, and a' ſhou'd' ſowre, 

Fu crack and kiſs wr” my love ae haff hour; 

Ibs ae haff hour, and we's eben mak it three, 15 

For the yellow-hair'd laddie my huſband ſhall be. 


— — — 


THE WIFE OF AUCHTERMUCHTY. 


I Auchtermuchty thair dwelt ane man, 

An huſband, as I hard it tauld, 

Quha weil could-tippill out a can ; 

And naithir luvit hungir nor cauld. 

Quhill ants it fell upon a day, 5 
He yokkit his pleuch upon the plain, 

Gif it be trew, as I heard ſay, 

The day was fowll for wind and rain, 


He lowſit the pleuch at the landis en), 
And draife his oxen hame at ene, Ms 
Quhen he came in he lukit ben, 

And ſaw the wife, baith dry and clene, 

dittand at ane fyre beik and bauld, 

With ane fat ſoup, as I heard fay ; 

The man being very weit and cauld, 735 
Betwein thay twa it was na play. 
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Qaoth he, Quhair. is my horſis corn ? 
My ox hes naithir hay nor ſtray: 
Dame ye maun to the pleuch the morn ; 
I fall be huſſy gif I may. 20 
Huſband, quoth ſcho, content am I 
To tak the pleuch my day about ; 
Sa ye will rewll baith kavis and ky, 
And all the houſe baith in and out. 


But ſen that ye will buſſyſkep ken, 
Firſt ye fall ſift, and ſyne fall kned ; 

And ay as ye gang but and ben 

Luk that the bairnis fyle not the bed. 

Yeis lay ane ſoft wyſp to the kill; 

(We haif ane deir ferme on ovr heid) ; 4 
And, ay as ye gang furth and till, 

Keip weill the gaiſlingis fra the gled. 


The wyfe was up richt late at ene 
I pray God gife her well to fair ! 
Scho kirn'd the kirn, and ſkum'd it ctene, 4; 
Left the gudeman bot bledoch bair. 
Than in the morning up ſcho gat, 
«And on hir hairt laid her disjune; 
And pat als meikle in her lap 
As micht haif ſerd them baith at nune. 4d 


Says, Jok, be thou maiſter of wark, 
And thou ſall had, and 1 fall ka; 
Iſe promiſe thee.ane gude new ſark, 
Outhir of round claith or of ſma, 
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gcho louſit the oxin aught or nine, 1 
And hynt ane gad-ſtaff in her hand.— ON 
Up the gudeman raiſe after ſyne, F 1 0 

And ſaw the wyfe had done command. {oo 


He cawd the gaiſlingis furth to feid, 5 | 


Thair was but ſevenſum of them a, 50 . 

And by thair cumis the gredy gled, | 1 ö 
And likkit up fyve, left him but twa: | 1 
Than out he ran, in all his mane, 1 
How ſune he hard the gaiſlingis cry, 4 1 0 
But than or he came in agane 55 | Hh 
The calvis Prak louſe and ſuckit the ky. 2 1 


The calvis and kv met in the lone, 

The man ran with ane rung to red ; 

Than thair cumis ane illwilly cow, 

And brodit his buttock quhill that it bled. 60 
Than hame ran to a rock of tow, 

And he ſatt down to "ſay the ſpinning ; 

| trow he lowtit our neir the low 

Goth he, this work has ill beginning. 


Hynd to the kirn than did he ſtoure, 65 
And jumlit at it quhill he ſwat; 

When he had fumlit a full lang hour, 

The ſorrow a ſcrape of butter he gat; 5 

Abeit na butter he could get, 

Yet he was cummerit with the kirne, 70 
And ſyne he het the milk our het, 

Aud ſorrow a ſpark of it wald yirne. 
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Than ben thair cam ane greidy ſow, 
I trow he cund hir little thank, 

For in ſcho ſhot her meikle mow, X 
And ay ſcho winkit and ſcho drank : 
He cleikit up an cruked club, 

And thocht to bit the ſow a rout ; 
The twa gaiſlings the gled had left 
That ſtraik dang baith thair harnis out. } 


—, 


Than he bare kindling to the kill, 
But ſcho ſtert up all in ane low; 
Qahatevir he hard, quhatevir he ſaw, 
That day he had na will to wow. 
Than he gied to tak up the bairnis, 3; 
Thocht to haif fand thame fair and clene ; 
The firſt that he gat in his armis 

Was a? bedirtin to the ene. 


The firſt it {melt ſae ſappelie, 
To touche the lave he did nocht greine: 9 
The devill cut off thair hands, quoth he, 

That fill'd ye a ſae fow yeltrene ! 

He trailit the fowll ſheites down the gait, 

Thocht to haif waſchet thame on a ſtane ; 
'The burne was riſen grit of ſpait, q 
Away fra him the ſheitis hes tane, 


Then up he gat on ane know heid, 

On hir to cry, on hir to ſchout ; 

Scho hard him, and ſcho hard him not, 
Bot ſtoutly ſteirid the ſtottis about, 105 
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Scho draif al day unto the nicht; 
Scho louſit the pleuch, and ſyne came hame; 1 
Scho fand all wrang that ſould bene richt; 108 
[ trow the man thocht richt grit ſchame. 45 


Quoth he, my office I forſaik 105 4 
For all the dayis of my lyfe; — | 
For I wald put ane houſe to wraik, 

Had I bene twenty dayis gudwife. 4 
(oth ſcho weil met ye bruke your place, 3 
For trewlie I will nevir accep it: 116 1 
Quoth he feind fall the lyaris face, 

Bot yit ye may be blyth to get it. 


Then up ſcho gate ane meikle rung, 
And the gudman maid to the doir : 


Unoth he, Deme I fall hald my tung, 115 wo 
For an we fecht I'll get the woir. "I 
Quoth he, quhen I forfuik my pleuch, 0 OY 
lire I but forſuik my ſeill; ery 
| And I will to my pleuch agane, "45k 
For I and this hous will neir do weil, 120 "5 
/ 9470 
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All falſehood and flatt'ry I do diſdain ; 

In my ſecret thoughts no deceit ſhall remain 
In ſiege or in battle I ne'er was diſgrac'd ; 

I always my king and my country have fac'd; 
I'll do any thing for my country's well, 

I'd live upo? bannocks o' barley-meal. 


Adieu to the courtiers of London town, 


For to my ain country I will gang down; 1: 


At the ſight of Kirkcaldy ance again, 

J'll cock up my bonnet, and march amain. 

O the muckle de'il tak a' your noiſe and ſtrife, 
I'm fully reſolv'd for a country life, 

Where a' the bra' laſſes, wha kens me well, 1; 
Will feed me wi' bannocks o' barley-meal. 


I'II quickly lay down my ſword and my gun, 
And I'll put my plaid and my bonnet on, 
WY my plaiding ſtockings and leather-heel'd thoon; 
They'll mak me appear a fine ſprightly loon. 2: 
And when I am dreſt thus frae tap to tae, 
Hame to my Maggie I think for to gae, 
Wi' my claymore hinging down to my heel, 
To whang at the bannocks o' barley-meal. 


I'll buy a fine preſent to bring to my dear, 2; 
A pair of fine garters for Maggie to wear, 
And ſome pretty things elſe, I do declare, 
When ſhe gangs wi' me to Paiſley fair. 

And whan we are married, we'll keep a cov, 


My Maggie fall milk her, and I will plow: # 


75 
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We'll live a' the winter on beef and lang-kail, 
And whang at the bannocks o' barley-meal. 


If my Maggie ſhou'd chance to bring me a ſon, 
He's fight for his king, as his daddy has done; 
I'll ſend him to Flanders ſome breeding to learn, 
Syne hame into Scotland and keep a farm. 36 
And thus we'll live, and induſtrious be, 
And wha'll be ſae great as my Maggie and me; 
We'll ſoon grow as fat as a Norway ſeal, 
Wi' feeding on bannocks o' barley-meal. 49 


Adieu to you citizens every ane, 
Wha jolt in your coaches to Drury-lane ; 
You bites of Bear-garden who fight for gains, 
And you fops who have got more wigs than brains; 
You cullies and bullies, I'll bid you adieu, 45 
For whoring and ſwearing I'll leave it to you; 
Your woodcock and pheaſant, your duck and your 

teal, 

Il leave them for bannocks o' barley-meal. 


ll leave aff kiſſing a citizen's wife, 
Pm fully reſolv'd for a country life 50 
Nifing and toying, I'll ſpend the lang day, 
Wi bonny young laſſes on cocks of hay; 
Where each clever lad gives his bonny laſs 
A kiſs and a tumble upo' the green graſs. 
Ill awa” to the Highlands as faſt's I can reel, 


And whang at the vannocks o' barley-meal, 56 
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F 
NO DOMINIES FOR ME, LADDIE, 7 
I cnxaxc'o to meet an airy blade, Fare 
A new-made pulpiteer, laddie, 1 
With cock'd-up hat and powder'd wag, At 
Black coat and cuffs fu” clear, laddie; 7 
A long cravat at him did wag, « The 
And buckles at his knee, laddie ; A 
Says he, My heart, by Cupid's dart, n 
Is captivate to thee, laſſie. , 1 
I' rather chuſe to thole grim death; 7 
So ceaſe and let me be, laddie : is Fool 
For what? ſays he; Good troth, ſaid J, A 
No dominies for me, laddie. 
Miniſters' ſtipends are uncertain rents He 1 
For ladies? conjunct-fee, laddie , WW 
When books and gowns are all cried down, . We | 
No dominies for me, laddie. W 
Mar! 
But for your fake I'll fleece the flock, Ce 
Grow rich as I grow auld, laſſie; Gold 
If I be ſpar'd, Ill be a laird, TI 
And thou's be Madam call'd, laſſie. 23 
But what if ye ſhou'd chance to die, King 
Leave bairns, ane or twa, laddie ? Ol 
Naething wad be reſerv'd for them * 
| 


But hair-moul'd books to gnaw, laddie. 
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At this he angry was, I wat, 
He gloom'd and look'd fu' high, laddie: 
When I perceived this, in haſte 
I left my dominie, laddie. 
Fare ye well, my charming maid, 
This leflon learn of me, laſſie, 
At the next offer hold him faſt, 
That firſt makes love to thee, laſſie. 


Then I returning hame again, 
And coming down the town, laddie, 
By my good luck I chanc'd to meet 
A gentleman dragoon, Iaddie ; 
And he took me by baith the hands, 
'Twas help in time of need, laddie. 
Fools on ceremonies ſtand, 
At twa words we agreed, laddie, 


He led me to his quarter-houſe, 

Where we exchang'd a word, laddie : 
We had nae uſe for black-gowns there, 
We married o'er the ſword, laddie. 

Martial drums is muſic fine, 
Compar'd wi' tinkling bells, laddie; 
Gold, red and blue, is more divine 


Than black, the hue of hell, laddie. 


Kings, queens, and princes, crave the aid 
Of my brave ſtout dragoon, laddie ; 
While dominies are much employ'd 
Bout whores and ſackcloth gowns, laddie. 
L. 3 
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Away wi' a' theſe whining loons; 


They look like—Let me be, laddie : h 
I've more delight in roaring guns; ＋ The 
No dominies for me, laddie. 1 1 
An. 
1 
An; 
1 
| JAMIE GAY, Wh 
As Jamie gay gang'd blyth his way * 
Along the river Tweed, n 
A bonny laſs as e'er was ſeen, che 
Came tripping o'er the mead. ; 
The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, ; 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'd, = 
And full of glee as lad could be, 
Beſpoke the pretty maid. 
Dear Laſſie tell, why by thyſell 'v 
Thou haſt'ly wand'reſt here. 10 I 
My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide, He 
Canſt tell me, laddie, where? 8 
To town I'll hie, he made reply, Bu 
Some meikle ſport to ſee f 
But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, I; I'd 
I'll ſeek the ewes with thee. ! 
She gi'm her hand, nor made a ſtand, For 


But lik'd the youth's intent; 
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O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale 
Right merrily they went. 

The birds ſang ſweet, the pair to greet, 
And flowers bloom'd around? 

And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 
And joys which lovers crown'd, 


And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 
The zenith of his power, 

When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour, 

The bonny lad rowd in his plaid 
The laſs, who ſcorn'd to frown ; 

She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſought, 
And he to gang to town. . 
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I'VE BEEN COURTING. 


Les been courting at a laſs 
Theſe twenty days and mair; 

Her father winna gi'e me her, 
She has fic a gleib of gear. 

But gin I had her where I wou'd 
Amang the hether here, 

I'd ftrive to win her kindneſs, 
For a' her father's care. 


For ſhe's a bonny ſonſy laſs, 
An armsfu', I ſwear; 
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I wou'd marry her without a coat, 
Or e'er a plack o' gear, 

For, truſt me, when I ſaw her firſt, 
She gae me ſic a wound, 

That a' the doctors i' the earth 


Can never mak me found. 


For when ſhe's abſent frae my fight, 
I think upon her ſtill ; 

And when I ſleep, or when I wake, 
She does my ſenſes fill. 

May Heavens guard the bonny laſs 
That ſweetens a' my life ; 

And ſhame fa' me gin e'er I ſeek 
Anither for my wife. 


MY HEART'S MY AIN. 


»Tis nae very lang ſinſyne, 
That I had a lad of my ain; 
But now he's awa' to anither, 
And left me a' my lain. 
The laſs he's courting has filler, 
And I hae nane at a'; 
And 'tis nought but the love of the tocher 
That's tane my lad awa'. 


But I'm blyth, that my heart's my ain, 
And I'll keep it a' my life, 
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Until that I meet wr a lad 

Who has ſenſe to wale a good wife. 
For though I ſay't myſell, 

That ſhou'd nae ſay't, 'tis true, 
The lad that gets me for a wiſe, 

He'll ne'er hae occaſion to rue. 


gang ay fou clean and fou tofh, 
As a' the neighbours can tell ; 
Though I've ſeldom a gown on my back, 
But fic as I ſpin myſell. 
And when I am clad in my curtſey, 
I think myſell as braw 
A; Suſie, wi' a' her pearling 
That's tane my lad awa'. 


But I with they were buckled together, 
And may they live happy for life; 

Tho! Willie does flight me, and's left me, 
The chield he deſerves a good wife. 

But, O! I'm blyth that I've miſs'd him, 
As blyth as I weel can be; 

For ane that's ſae keen o' the filler - 
Will ne'er agree wi' me. 


But as the truth is, I'm hearty, 
[ hate to be ſcrimpit or ſcant; 
The wie thing I hae, I'll make uſe o't, 
And nae ane about me ſhall want. 
For I'm a-good guide 0? the warld, 
Lken when to ha'd and to gie; 
L- 5: 
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For whinging and cringing for filler 
Will ne'er agree wi' me. 


Contentment is better than riches, 
An' he wha has that has enough; 
The maſter is ſeldom ſae happy 
As Robin that drives the plough. 
But if a young lad wou'd caſt up, 
To make me his partner for life ; 
If the chield has the ſenſe to be happy, 
He'll fa' on his feet for a wife. 


MY WIFE'S TA'EN 'THE GEE. 


Aram of mine came here yeſtreen, 
And he wou'd hae me down 

To drink a bottle of ale wi' him 

In the nieſt borrows town. 

But, O! indeed, it was, Sir, 
Sae far the war for me; 

For lang or e'er that I came hame, 

My wife had ta'en the gee. 


We ſat ſae late, and drank ſae ſtout, 
The truth I tell to you, 

That lang or e'er midnight came, 
We were a' roaring fou. 
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My wife fits at the fire- ſide; 
And the tear blinds ay her ee, 
The ne'er a bed will ſhe gae to; 
But ſit and tak the gee. 


In the morning ſoon, when I came down, 


The ne'er a word ſhe ſpake ; 
But mony a ſad and ſour look, 
And ay her head ſhe'd ſhake. 
My dear, quoth I, what aileth thee, 
To look ſae four on me? 
Ii never do the like again, 
If you'll newer tak the gee. 


When that ſhe heard, ſhe rang, ſhe flang 
Her arms about my neck; 
And twenty kiſſes in a crack, 
And, poor we thing, ſhe grat. 
It you'll ne'er do the like again, 
But bide at hame wi' me, 
Ii lay my life Iſe be the wife 
That's never tak the gee. 


WALLIFOU FA' THE CAT, 


3 was a bonnie wee laddie, 
Was keeping a bonny wheen ſheep; 
L 6 
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There was a bonnie wee laſſie, 
Was wading the water ſae deep, 

Was wading the water ſae deep, 
And a little above her knee ; 

The laddie cries unto the laſſie, 
Come down Tweedſide to me, 


And when I gade down Tweed-ſide, 
I heard, I dinna ken what, 
I heard ae wife ſay t' anither, 
Wallifou fa? the cat; 
Wallifou fa? the cat, 
She's bred thc houte an wan caſe, 
She's open'd the am'ry door, 
And eaten up a' the cheele. 


She's eaten up a' the cheeſe, 
O' the kebhuk ſhe's no left a bit; 
She's dung down the bit ſkate on the brace, 
And 'tis fa'en in the ſowen kit.; 
*T'is out o' the ſowea kit, 
And 'tis into the maiſter-can; 
{t will be ſae fiery ſa't, 
"Twill poiſon our goodman. . 
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HERE AWA', THERF AMW '. 


Hee: awa', there awa', here awa' Willie, 

Here awa', there awa', here awa' hame; 

Lang have I {ought thee, dear have I bought thee, 
Now I have gotten my Willie again. 


Turo' the lang muir I have follow'd my Willic, 5 
Thro' the lang muir I have follow'd him ba ne, 
Whatever betide us, nought ſhall divide us ; 

Love now rewards all my ſorrow and pain. 


Here awa?, there awa', here awa', Willie, 
Here awa?, there awa?, here awa' hame, 10 
Come Love, believe me, nothing can grieve me, 
Ika thing pleaſes while Willie's at hame. 


Fry 

Tir ploughman he's a bonny lad, 
And a' his wark's at leiſure, 

And when that he comes hame at ev'ag 
He kiſſes me wi' pleaſure. 
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Up wit now, my ploughman lad, 
Up wit now, my ploughman 3 
Of a' the lads that I do ſee, 


Commend me to the ploughman, 


Now the blooming ſpring comes on, 
He takes his yoking early, 
And whiltling o'er the furrow'd land, 
He goes to fallow clearly. 
Up wit now, &c. 


Whan my ploughman comes hame at ev'n, 
He's often wet and weary ; 
Caſt aff the wet, put on the dry, 
And gae to bed, my deary. 
Up wi't now, &c. 


I will waſh my ploughman's hoſe, 
And. I will waſh his o'erlay, 
And I will make my ploughman's bed, 
And cheer him late and early. 
Merry butt, and merry ben, 
Merry ts my ploughman ; 
a' the trades that I do hen, 


Commend me to the ploughman. 


Plough you hill, and plough you dale, 
Plough you faugh and fallow; 
Who winna drink the ploughman's health, 
Is but a dirty fellow. 
Merry butt, and, &c. 
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THE 'TAILOR, 


Tar tailor came to clout the claiſe, 
Sick a braw fellow, 

He fill'd the houſe a' fou of fleas, 
Daffin down, and daftin down, 

He fill'd the houſe a' fou of fleas, 
Dathn down and dilly, 


The laſhe ſlept ayont the fire, 
Sic a braw hiſley ! 

Oh! ſhe was a? his heart's deſire; 
Daffin down, and daffin down; 

Oh! ſhe was a' his heart's deſire: 
Daffin down and dilly. 


The laſhe ſhe fell faſt aſleep ; 
| Sic a braw hiſſey! 
The tailor cloſe to her did creep; 
Daffin down, and daffin down; 


The tailor cloſe to her did creep; 
Daffin down and dilly. 


The laſſie waken'd in a fright; 
Sic a braw hiſley ! 


Her maidenhead had taen the flight 


Daffin down, and daftin down 
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Her maidenhead had taen the flight ; 


Daflin down and dilly. She 
She ſought it butt, ſhe ſought it ben; Get 
Sic a braw hifley ! | 
And in beneath the clocken-hen be n 
Daffin down, and daffin down; 4 
And in beneath the clocken-hen 
Dathn down and dilly. p 1 
| She ſought it in the owſen-ſtaw * 
| Sic a braw hifley ! SH 
£ No, faith, quo? ſhe, it's quite awa'; 2 
? Daffin down, and daffin down, | L 
q Na, faith, quo? the, it's quite awa? ; 35 
L Dathn down and dilly. ==: 


6 ee 3 


She ſought it 'yont the knocking ſtane ; ; 
Sic a braw hiſley ! 

Some day, quo? ſhe, 'twill gang its lane; 
Daffin down, and daffin down; 
Some day, quo? ſhe, *twill gang its lane; 
Daffin down and dilly. 
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She ca'd the taylor to the court; 
Sic a braw hiſſey! 

And a' the young men round about; 45 
Daffin down, and daftin down : 

And a' the young men round about; 

Dathn down and dilly. 
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She gard the tailor pay a fine; 

Sic a braw hifley ! 50 
Gie me my maidenhead agen; 

Daffin down, and daftin down; 
Gie me my maidenhead agen; 


Daffin down and dilly. 


0 what way wad ye hae't agen ? 55 
Sic a braw hifley ! 

Oh! juſt the way that it was taen ; 
Datfin down, and daffin down; 

On! juſt the way that it was taen; 
Daftin down and dilly. 69 


THE MAID GAED TO THE MILL, 


ar maid's gane to the mill by night, 
Hech hey, ſay wanton ; 
ze maid's gane to the mill by night, 
Hey ſae wanton ſhe ; 
e's ſworn, by moon and ſtars ſae bright, 5 
[12t ſhe ſhould hae her corn ground, 
[at ſhe ſhould hae her corn ground, 
Mill and multure free, 


hut then came the miller's man, 

Hech hey, ſae wanton ; | 10 
hut then came the miller's man, 

Hey ſae wanton he; 
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He ſware he'd do the beſt he can, 
For to get her corn ground, 
For to get her corn ground, 

Mill and multure tree. 


He put his hand about her neck, 
Hech hey, ſae wanton ; 

He put his hand about her neck, 
Hey ſae wanton he; 

He dang her down upon a ſack, 

And there ſhe got her corn ground, 

And there ſhe got her corn ground, 
Mill and multure free. 


When other maids gaed out to play, 


Hech hey, ſae wanton ; 
When other maids gaed out to play, 
Hey ſae wantonhe ; 
She ſigh'd and ſobb'd, and wadnae ſtay, 
Becauſe ſhe'd got her corn ground, 
Becauſe ſhe'd got her corn ground, 
Mill and multure free. 


When forty weeks were paſt and gane, 
Hech hey, ſae wanton : 

When forty weeks were paſt and gane, 
Hey ſac wantonlie ; 

This maiden had a braw lad-bairn, 

Becauſe ſhe'd got her corn ground, 

Becauſe ſhe'd got her corn ground, 
Mill and multure free. 
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Her mither bade her caſt it out, : 0 . 
Hech hey, ſae wanton; 1 
fler mither bade her caſt it out, 1.998 
Hey ſae wantonlie; 2 
t was the miller's duſty clout, 45 © 34 
For getting of her corn ground, _ 
For getting of her corn ground, 72 
Mill and multure free. "88 
Her father bade her keep it in, FF 
Hech hey, ſae wanton ; 56 45: p 
Her father bade her keep it in, 2 74 
Hey ſae wantonlie. 5 
|t was the chief of a' her kin, 2 
becauſe ſhe'd got her corn ground, N 


becauſe ſhe'd got her corn ground, 55 * 
Mill and multure free. 


THE BRISK YOUNG LA. 


Turzz came a young man to my daddie's door, 
My daddie's door, my daddie's door, 
There came a young man to my daddies door, 
Came ſeeking me to woo. 
And waw but he was a braw young lad, 5 
A briſk young lad, and a braw young lad, 
And wow but he was a braw Jy Raunrg lad, 
Came ſeching me to won, 


— 


260 scors SONGS. 
The 


Yec 
Yea 


But I was baking when he came, 
When he came, when he came 10 
I took him in and gae him a ſcone, 

To thow his frozen mou.” 


And wow but, &c. 


I ſet him in aſide the bink, 

I gae him bread, and ale to drink, 

And ne'er a blyth ſtyme wad he blink, 
Until his wame was fou. 


And wow but, &c. 


Gae, get ye gone, ye cauldrife wooer, My 
Ye ſour-looking, cauldrife wooer, 26 B 
I ſtraightway ſhow'd him to the door, And 
Saying, Come nae mair to woo, 0 
And wow but, &c. Tof 
U 

There lay a duck-dub before the door, 
Beſore the door, before the door, 1 
There lay a duck-dub before the door, M 
And there fell he I trow. I'm 
And wow but, &c. A 
For 
Out came the goodman, and high he ſhouted, A 
Out came the goodwife, and low ſhe louted, 3% Aue 
And a' the town-neighbours were gather'd abou! * 

it, 

And there lay he I trow. She 
And wew, but, &c. ) 


WH 
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Then out came I, and ſneer'd and ſmil'd, 
Ve came to woo, but ye'rc a begun, 
Ye'ave fa'en 1? the dirt, and ye're 2 vefyl'd. 
We'll hae nae mair of you. 
And wow but, &c. 
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THE SURPRISE. 


Lud a horſe, and I had nae mair, 
I gat him frae my daddy; 
My purſe was light, and my heart was fair, 
But my wit it was fu” ready. 
And ſae I thought upon a wile, 
Outwittens of my daddy, 
To fee myſell to a lowland laird, 
Who had a bonny lady. 


| wrote a letter, and thus began, 
Madam, be not offended, 

I'm o'er the lugs in love wi? you, 
And care not tho? ye kend it. 

Tor I get little frae the laird, 
And far leſs frae my daddy, 

and I would blythly be the man 
Would ftrive to pleaſe my lady, 

the read my letter, and ſhe leuch, 
Ye needna been ſae blate, man; 
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You might hae come to me yourſell, Is th 


And tald me o' your ſtate, man: Y 
You might hae come to me yourſell, 
Outwittens of your daddy, 
And made John Gouckſton of the laird, 
And kiſs'd his bonny lady. 
Then ſhe pat filler in my purſe, Is th 
We drank wine in a cogie ; \ 
She fee'd a man to rub my horſe, Rax 
And wow but I was vogie: A 
But I gat ne'er ſae fair a fleg 
Since I came frae my daddy, 
The laird came rap rap to the yate, Riſe 
Whan I was wi' his lady. Pu 
Cie! 
Then ſhe pat me below a chair, Al 
And hap'd me wi' a plaidie ; 
But I was like to ſwarf wi' fear, 
And wiſh'd me wi' my daddy. Mak 
The laird went out, he ſaw na me, n 
I went whan I was ready : It's 5 
I promis'd. but I ne'er gade back He 


To ſee his bonny lady. 


THE MARINER'S WIFE, 


Bor are you ſure the news. is true ? 
And are you ſure he's weel ? 


SCOTS SONGS, 


this a time to think o' wark ? 
Ye jades, fling by your wheel. 
There's nae luck about the houſe, 
There's nae luck at a', 
There's nae luck about the houſe 


When our goodman's awa”. 


I; this a time to think of wark, 
When Colin's at the door ? 

dax me my cloak, I'll down the key, 
And ſee him come aſhore. 


There's nae luck, &c, 


Riſe up, and mak a clean fire-ſide, 
Put on the muckle pat ; 
Gie little Kate her cotton gown, 
And Jock his Sunday's coat. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


Mak their ſhoon as black as ſlaes, 
Their ſtockings white as ſnaw ; 
|t's a to pleaſure our goodman, 


He like's to ſee them braw. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


There are twa hens into the crib, 
Have fed this month and mair, 

Make haſte and thraw their necks about, 
That Colin weil may fare. 


There's nae luck, &c. 
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Bring down to me my bigonet, 
My t bichop-ſattin gown, 

And then gae tell the Bailie's wiſe, 
That Colin's come to town. 


There's nae luck, &c. 


My Turkey ſlippers I'll put on, 
My ſtockings pearl blue, 
And a? to pleaſure our goodman, 
For he's baith leel and true. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


Sae ſweet his voice, ſae ſmooth his tongue, 
His breath's like cauler air, 
His very tread has muſic in't 
As he comes up the ſtair, 
There's nae luck, &c. 


And will I ſee his face again, 
And will I hear him ſpeak ? 
I'm downright dizzy with the joy, 
In troth I'm like to greet ! 
There's nae luck, &c. 


— ä — . — - — 0 


Brrru young Beſs to Jean did ſay, 
Will ye gang to yon ſunny brae, 
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Where flocks do feed, and herds do ſtray, 
And ſport a while wi' Jamie? 

Ah na, laſs, I'll no gang there, 
Nor about Jamie tak nae care, 
Nor about Jamie tak nac care; 

Foc he's ta en up wi? Maggie. 


For hark, and I will tell you, laſs, 

Did I not fee your Jamie pals, 

Wi muckle gladneſs in his face, 
Out o'er the muir to Maggie. 

| wat he gae her mony a kils, 

And Maggie took them ne'er amiſs ; 

"Tween ilka ſmack pleas'd her wi' this, 
That Beſs was but a gawkle. 


for whenever a civil kiſs I ſeek, 


She turns her head, and thraws her cheek, 


and for an hour ſhe'll ſcarcely ſpeak ; 
Who'd not ca? her a gawkie ? 

But ſure my Maggie has mair ſenſe, 

de' gie a ſcore without offence : 

Now gi'e me ane unto the menſe, 


And ye ſhall be my dawtie. 


) Jamie, ye hae mony tane, 

But I will never ſtand for anc 

Ur twa, when we do meet again, 
dae ne'er think me a gawkie. 

Ah na, laſs, that can ne'er be, 


die thoughts as theſe are far frae me, 
Vou, II, M 
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Or ony thy ſweet face that ſee, 
E'er to think thee a gawkie. 
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But, whiſh't, nae mair of this we'll ſpeak, 

For yonder Jamie does us meet ; 

Inſtead of Meg he kiſs'd ſae ſweet, 37 
I trow he likes the gawkie. 

O dear Beſs, I hardly knew, 

When I came by, your gown's ſae new, 

I think you've got it wat wi' dew. 


Quoth ſhe, That's like a gawkie. 45 He 
a l 
It's wat wi' dew, and 'twill get rain, 
And I'll get gowns when it is gane, 
Sae ye may gang the gate you came, He 
And tell it to your dawtie. T 
The guilt appear'd in Jamie's cheek, ane 
He cry'd, O cruel maid, but ſweet, 8 
If I ſhould gang another gate, 
I ne'er could meet my dawtie. 
He 1 
The laſſes faſt frae him they flew, A 
And left poor Jamie fair to rue, 52 at, 
That ever Maggie's face he knew, A 
Or yet ca'd Beſs a gawkie. 
As they gade o'er the muir they ſang, 
The hills and dales with echoes rang, Tis | 
The hills and dales with echoes rang, I To 
Gang o'er the muir to Maggie, Than 


SCOTS STNGS, 
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THE SHEPHERD'S SON. 


Turak was a ſhepherd's ſon, 
Kept ſheep upon a hill, 
He laid his pipe and crook aſide, 
And there he ſlept his fill. 
Sing, Fal deral, &c, 


He looked eaſt, he looked weſt, 
Then gave an under-look, 
And there he ſpied a lady fair, 

Swimming in a brook, 


Sing, Fal deral, &c. 


»1 % 


He rais'd his head frac his green bed, 
And then approach'd the maid, 
put on your claiths, my dear, he ſays, 
And be ye not afraid. 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 


Tis fitter for a lady fair, 
To ſew her ſilken ſeam, 
Than to get up in a May morning, 
And ſtrive againſt the ſtream. 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 
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If you'll not touch my mantle, 
And let my claiths alane ; 

Then [I'll give you as much money, 
As you can carry hame, 


Sing, Fal deral, &c. 


O! I'll not touch your mantle, 
And I'll let your clatths alane 

But I'll tak you out of the clear water, 
1\i- dear. to be my ain. 


Sing, Fal deral, &c. 


And when ſhe out of the water came, 
He took her in his arms ; 
Put on your claiths, my dear, he ſays, 
And hide thoſe lovely charms, 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 


= by 


| 


He mounted her on a milk-white ſteed, 
Himſelf upon anither ; 
And all along the way they rode, 
Lite ſiſter and like brither. 
Sing, Ful deral, &c. 


When ſhe came to her father's yate, 
She tirled at the pin; 
Aud ready ſtood the porter there, 
To let this fair maid in. 
Sing, Ful deral, &c. 
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And when the gate was opened, 
So nimbly's ſhe whipt in; 
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Pough ! you're a fool without, ſhe ſays, 
And I'm a maid within, 


Sing, Fal deral, &c. 50 


Then fare ye well, my modeſt boy, 
I thank you for your care ; 
But had you done what you ſhould do, 
I ne'er had left you there. 
Sing, Ful deral, &c. 35 


Oh! I'll caſt af my hoſe and ſhoon, 
And let my feet gae bare, 
And gin I meet a benny laſs, 


Hang me, if her I ſpare. 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 60 


In that do as you pleaſe, ſhe ſays, 
But you ſhall never more 


Have the ſame opportunity; 
With that ſhe ſhut the door. 
Sing, Ful deral, &. 65 


There is a gude auld proverb, 
I've often heard it told, 
He that would not when he might, 
He ſhould not when he would. 
Sing, Fal deral, &c. 70. 
M 3. 


MUCKING OF GEORDIE'S BYRE, 


As I went over yon meadow, 
And careleſsly paſſed along, 
L liſten'd vich pleaſure to Jenny, 
While mournfully ſinging this Song. 
The mucking of Geordie's byar, [ 
And the ſhooling the gruip ſo clean, 
Has aft gart me ſpend the night ſleepleſs, 
And brought the ſalt tears in my een. 


Bu 


A 


It was not my father's pleaſure, 
Nor was it my mother's deſire, 10 


That ever I puddl'd my fingers, 7 
Wi' the mucking o' Geordie's byar. PH 
The mucking, &c. 2 
8 
Though the roads were ever ſo filthy, 3 
Or the day, fo ſcoury and foul, 1 FR 
I would ay be ganging wi' Geordie ; 1 
I lik'd it far better than ſchool. 
The muckhing, &c. Ver 
0 
My brither abuſes me daily 1 } 
For being wi' Geordie fo free, 20 A 
My ſiſter ſhe ca's me hoodwinked, Dow 
[ Becauſe he's belew my degree. D 
3 The mucking, &c. The 
| T 


But well do I like my young Geordie, 
Altho' he was cunning and flee 3 
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He ca's me his dear and his honey, 
And I'm ſure that my Geordie loes me. 
The mucking, &c. 


The mouſe is a merry beaſt, 

And the moudewort wants the een? 3© 
But the warld ſhall ne'er get wit 

Sae merry as we ha'e been. 


The mucking, &c. 


CLINE — —K— ————— — 


GALLA-WATER. 


Beau, braw lads of Galla- water, 
0 braw lads of Gala-water, 

IU kilt my coats below my knee, 
And follow my love through the water. 

dae fair her hair, ſae brent her brow, 5 
Sae bonny blue her een, my dearie, 


dae white her teeth, ſae ſweet her mou', 
I aften kiſs her till I'm wearie. 


r 


; 


O'er yon bank, and o'er yon brae, 

O'er yon moſs amang the hether, 10 
I' kilt my coats aboon my knee, | 

And follow my love through the water. 

Down amang the broom, the broom, 

Down amang the broom, my dearie ; | 
The laſſie loſt her ſilken ſnood, 15 
That gard her greet till ſhe was wearie. 

M 4 
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1 


GAE TO THE KY WT ME, JOHNY, 


GE w the hy wi? me, Johny, 


Go, '0 the ty wi? me; 


Gae 10 the hy bi me, Johny, " 
And I'll be merry vi“ thee, 
And «as ſhe not wordy of kiſſes, [ "ho 
And was ſhe not wordy of three, Ther 
And was ſhe not wordy of kiſſes, M 


That gaed to the ky wi' me? 
Gae 10 the ky, &c. 


I have a houſe to big, 10 
And another that's like to fa?, 
I have a laſſie wi' bairn, 
Which grieves me warſt of a'. 
Gae to the ky, &c. 


If that ſhe be now w1? bairn, 15 
As I trow weel ſhe be, 
I have an auld wife to my mither, 
Will doudle it on her knee, 
Gae to the ky, &c. 
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BROSE AND BUTTER, 


(51s my love broſe, broſe, 
Gre my love broſe and butter, 
Gi'e my love broſe, broſe, | 
Yeftreen he wanted his ſupper. 
lenny ſits up in the laft, 

Jocky wad fain hae been at her, 
There came a wind out of the waſt, 
Made a' the windows to clatter, 

Ge my love, &c. 


A gooſe 18 nae good meat, 
A hen is boſs within, 
n a pye there's muckle deceit, 
A pudding it is a good thing. 
Gi'e my lave, &. | 


JENNY'S BAWBIE, 


Axp & that Her my Jenny had, | 
My Jenny had, my Jenny bad; 
4 that &er my Jenny had, 

Was ae bawbie, 


M 5; 
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There's your plack, and my plack, : Fo 
And your plack, and my plack, 
And my plack and your plack, 
Aad Jenny's bawbie. 


And a' that &er, &c. 


At 


ſ| 


We'll put it a' in the pint- ſtoup, 10 
The pint- ſtoup, the pint- ſtoup, 

We lll put it in the pint-ſtoup, 
And birle't a' three. 

And a' that e'er, &c. 


þ 

Joh 

4 

CAULD KALE IN ABERDEEN, Son 

A 

Cao kale in Aberdeen, Som 
And caſtocks in Strabogie; A 


But yet I fear they'll cook o'er ſoon, 
And never warm the cogie. 
The laſſes about Bogie gicht, [ 
Their limbs they are ſae clean and tight, 
That if they were but girded right, 
They'll dance the reel of Bogie. 


Wow, Aberdeen, what did you mean, And 
Sae young a maid to woo, Sir? is And 
I'm ſure it was nae mows to her, And 


Whate'er it was to you, Sir; 


NN 

7 

| 1 
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For laſſes now are no ſae blate, {0 
But they Ken auld folks out o' date, k [ 4 
And better playfare can they get, Is "ec 
Than caſtocks in Strabogie. in 7 
Tie” 
JOHN, COME KISS ME NOW, 7 * 

. 
. 

ö "= 

HN, come hiſs me now, now, now, ($4 

0 John come kiſs me now, — 
John come kiſs me by and by, Z by. 


And make nae mair ado. 


Some will court and compliment, 5 9 
And make a great ado, | jt 
Some will make of their goodman, 9 
And ſae will T of you. | 1 
John, come kiſs, &c. tho 
WHEN SHE CAME BEN SHE BOBBIT. 15 
Warn ſhe came ben ſhe bobbit, 1 
N And when ſhe came ben ſhe ſobbit. ba 
| And when ſhe came ben ſhe kiſt Cockpen;, b ; 
And then deny'd that ſhe did it. 80 1 
| M 6 « 
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And was nae Cockpen right ſawcy, ; 
And was nae Cockpen right ſawcy ? 

He len'd his lady to gentlemen, 

And he kiſt the collier laſſie. 


And was nae Cockpen right able, 

And was nae Cockpen right able? 70 
He left his lady with gentlemen, 

And he kiſt the laſs in the ſtable. 


O are you wi” bairn, my chicken? 
O are you wi” bairn, my chicken? 

O if I am not, I hope to be, 15 
Fer the green leaves be ſhaken. Hs 


1 WISH THAT YOU WERE DEAD, GOODMAN. 


1 WISH that you were dead, goodman, 
And a green ſod on your head, goodman, 
That I might ware my widowhead, 
Upon a ranting highlandman. 


There's ſax eggs in the pan, goodman, 5 
There's ſax eggs in the pan, goodman, 

There's ane to you, and twa to me, 

And three to our John Highlandman.. 

Z wiſh, Kc | 
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There's beef into the pat, goodman, 10 
There's beef into the pat goodman, 
The banes for you, and the brew for me, 
And the beef for our John Highlandman. 
[ wiſh, &c. 


There's ſax horſe in the ſtable, goodman, 15 
There's ſax horſe in the ſtable, goodman, 
There's ane to you, and twa to me, 
And three to our John Highlandman. 
[ wiſh, &c. 


There's fax ky in the byre, goodman, 20 

There's ſax ky in the byre, goodman, 

There's nane o' them your's, but there's twa of 
them mine, 


And the lave is our John Highlandman's. 
[ wiſh, &c. 24. 


WHISTLE O'ER THE LAVE O' T. 


M. mither ſent me to the well, 

the had better gane herſell, 

| got the thing I dare nad tell, 
Whiſtle o'er the lave o't.. 


My mither ſent me. to the ſea, LY 
For to gather muſles three ; 


—— — — 


But he will be here e' er lang. 
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A failor lad fell in wi” me, 
Whiſtle o'er the lave o't. 


— „„ —_—— 


THE GREY COCK.. 


O $a ye my father, or ſaw ye my mither, 
Or ſaw ye my true love John ? 

I ſaw nae your father, I ſaw nae your mither, 
But I ſaw your true love John. 


It's now ten at night, and the ſtars gie nae light, ; 
And the bells they ring ding dang, 
He's met wi' ſome delay that cauſes him to ſtay, 


The ſurly auld carle did naithing but ſnarl, 
And Johny's face it grew red, 10 
Yet tho' he often figh'd, he ne'er a word reply d- 
Till a' were aſleep in bed. 


Then up Johny roſe, and to the door he goes, 
And gently tirled the pin, 

The laſhe taking tent, unto the door ſhe went, I; 
And ſhe open'd and lat him in. 


And are ye come at laſt, and do I hold ye faſt, 
And is my Johny true ? 

I have nae time to tell, but ſac lang's I like mylel, 
ae lang fall I like you. | 20 
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Flee up, flee up, my bonny gray cock, 

And craw whan it is day; 

And your neck ſhall be like the bonny beaten 
gold, 

And your wings of the ſilver gray. 


The cock prov'd falſe, and untrue hie was, 25 

For he crew an hour o'er ſoon : | 

The laſhe thought, it day when ſhe ſent her love 
away, 

And it was but a blink of the moon. 


FOR THE LOVE OF JEAN. 


Toery ſaid to Jenny, Jenny wilt thou do't, 
Ne'er a fit, quoth Jenny, for my tocher good, 
For my tocher good I winna marry thee : 
Een's ye like, quoth Jocky, ye may let it be. 


I ha'e gowd and gear, I ha'e land enough, 5 
| ha'e ſeven good owſen ganging in a pleugh, 
Ganging in a pleugh, and linkan. o'er the lee, 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 


I ha'e a good ha? houſe, a barn and a byar, 


A peat-ſtack fore the door, will make a rantin 
fre; | 10 
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I'll make a rantin fire, and merry fall we be, 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 


Jenny ſaid to Jocky, Gin ye winna tell, 
Ye fall be the lad, I'll be the laſs myſel] : 
Ve're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free; 15 
Ve're welcomer to tak me than to let me be. 


li 


THE WREN, OR, LENNOX'S LOVE TO BLANTYRE 


Tur Wren ſcho lyes in care's bed, 
In care's bed, in care's bed; 

The Wren ſcho lyes in care's bed, 
In meikle dule and pyne—O. 

Quhen in came Robin Red-breaſt, 5 
Red-breaſt, Red-breaſt ; 

Quhen in came Robin Red-breaſt, 

WY ſuccar-ſaps and wyne—OQ. 


Now, maiden, will ye taſte o' this; 
Taſte o' this, taſte o' this; 10 
Now, maiden, will you taſte o' this ? 
It's ſuccar- ſaps and wyne—O. 
Na, ne'er a drawp, Robin, 
Robin, Robin; 
Na, ne'er a drap, Robin, 15 
Gin it was ne'er ſo fine —0. 
* R + + + * 
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„ guhere's the ring that J gied ye, 

it | gied ye, that I gied ye 

ihere's the riag that I gicd Je, 

itte cutty gqucan—0 20 


| ed it till a ſoger, 

r, a ſoger, 

Lied ic: 1a ſoger, 
A kynd ſweet-heart o myne—O, | 24 


Tune, John Anderſon my Jo. 


Wars I was a wee thing, 
And juſt like an elf, 

All the meat that e'er I gat, 
I laid upon the ſhelf. 


e rottens and the mice | 5 
They fell into a ſtrife, : 

ney wadnae let my meat alane | 

Till I gat a wife, 


and when I gat a wife, 

dhe wadnae bide therein, 10 
Il 1 gat a hurl-barrow . 

Jo hurle her out and in, 
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The hurl-harrow brake, 


My wiſe ſhe gat a fa*'; A 
And the foul fa? the hurl-barrow, ou 
Cripple wife and a'. F. 

0 led 


She wadnae eat nae bacon, 


She wadnae eat nae beef, Whe 
She wadnae cat nae lang-kail, Ir 
For fyling o' her teeth: 200 | th: 

A 

But ſhe wad eat the bonnie bird, 0 ley 


That fits upon the tree: 
Gang down the burn, Davie, love, 


And I fall follow thee. 


DAINTY DAVIE, 


O LEEZE me on your curly pow, 
Dainty Davie, dainty Davie; 

Leeze me on your curly pow, 

Mine ain dainty Davie. 


It was in and through the window broads, 
And a' the tirlie wirlies o'd 
The ſweeteſt kiſs that e'er I got, 

Was frae my dainty Davie. 
O leeze me on your curly pow, &c. 
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It was down amang my dady's peaſc 
And underneath the cherry-trees ; 
0 there he kiſt me as he pleas'd, 
For he was mine ain dear Davie. 
0) leeze me on your eurly pow, &c. 


When he was chas'd by a dragoon, 
Into my bed he was laid down ; 

| thought him wordy o' his room, 
And he's ay my dainty Davie. 

0 leeze me on your curly pow, &c. 


Her how Johny lad, ye're no ſae Kind's ye ſud 
hae been, 

Hey how Johny lad, ye're no ſae kind's ye ſud 
hae beenz 

dae weel's ye might hae touzled me, and ſweetly 
pried my mow bedeen 

Hey how Johny lad, ye're no ſae kind's ye ſud 
hae been 


My father he was at the pleugh, my mither ſhe 
was at the mill, 5 

My billie he was at the moſs, and no ane near 
our ſport to ſpill 

The feint a body was therein, ye nced na fley'd 
for being ſeen ; 

tley how Johny lad, ye're no ſae kind's ye ſud 
hae been. 
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But I maun hae anither joe, whaſe love gang; 
never out o' mind, 

And winna let the moment paſs, when to a 1:7 
he can be kind; 10 

Then gang yere wa's to Blinkin Beſs, nae mair 
for Johny ſal ſhe green; 

Hey how Johny lad, ye're no ſae kind's ye fu 
hae been, 


How lang have I a batchelor been, 
This twa-and-twenty year ? 

How aft have I a-wooing gane ? 
Tho? I came never the near. 


For, Nannie ſhe ſayt, ſhe winna hae me, [ 


I look ſae like a cloun; 
But by my ſooth, I'm as good as herſel, 
Sae I's ne'er faſh my thumb. 


She ſays, if I could loup and dance, 

As Tam the miller can 16 
Or cut a caper like the taylor, 

She wad like me than. 


By my word it's daffin to lie, 

My joints were ne'er ſo nimble ; 
The taylor he has naething to mind, 
- But his bodkin, ſhears, and thimble. 
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bor do you do, my little wee Nan, 
y lamb and ſlibrikin moule ? 
and how does your father and mother do, 
And a' the good folks i' the houle ? 20 


think nae ſhame to ſhaw my ſhapes ; 
I'e warrand ye'll gueſs my errand ; 

You maun gang wi' me, my fair maid, 
% To marry you, Sir, I warrand. 


But, maun belongs to the king himſell, 25 
** But no to a country cloun 

Fe might have ſaid, wi' your leave, fair maid, 
* And letten your maun alane.” 


0 ſee but how ſhe mocks me now, 

She ſcoffs me and does ſcorn ; 30 
The man that marries you, fair maid, 

Maun rife right ſoon i“ the morn. 


but fare ye well, and e'en's you like, 
For I can get anither. 

tle lap on his horſe at the back o' the dyke, 35 
And gaed hame to tell his mither. 


When Nan ſaw that, ſhe wad na wait, 
But ſhe has ta'en the taylor 
for when a laſs gets the lad ſhe likes 
'Tis better far than filler. 40 


hut when he heard that Nanſe was tint, 
As he fat on you know; 
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He ruggit his hair, he blubber'd and grat, 
And to a ſtane daddit his pow. 
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His mither came out, and wi' the diſh-clout, 4 $ 
She daddit about his mow ; 
The deil's i'“ the chield, I think he's gane daft. 


Get up, ye blubbering ſow. 


If ever there was an ill wife i' the warld, 

It was my hap to get her ; 50 
And by my hap, and by my luck, 

I had been better butt her. 


T with I had been laid my grave, 
When I got her to marriage ! 

For, the very firſt night the ſtrife began, 355 
And ſhe gae me my carriage. 


I ſcoured awa to Edinborow-town, 
And my cutty-brown together ; 

And there I bought her a braw new-gown, 
I'm ſure it coſt ſome filler. 67 


IIka ell o't was a crown, 
"Twas better than her marriage: 

But becauſe it was black, and it was na brown, 
For that I got my carriage. 


When I ſaw naething her wad mend, bz 
I took her to the foreſt ; 

The very firſt wood that I came to, 
Green-holan was the neareſt. 


As 2 
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There I paid her baith back and fide, 

Till a' her banes play'd clatter 70 
And a' the bairns gathered round about, 

Cry'd, fy goodman have at her. 


As 1 gaed to the well at e'en, 
As any honeſt auld woman will do, 
The carle then he follow'd me, 
As auld carles will do. 
He wo?'d me, and lon'd me, 5 
A wally how he woo'd me ! 
But yet I winna tell to you, 
How the carle wood me. 


As I fat at my wheel at e'en, 
As any honeſt auld woman ſhou'd do, 10 
The carle he came in to me, 
As auld carles will do. 
He woo'd me, and loo'd me, &c. 


_—c 
4.» 


As I gaed to my bed at e'en, 
As any other honeſt auld woman wou'd do, 15 
The carle then he came to me, 
auld carles will do. 
He wood me, and loo'd me, &c. 


n 
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K 
L 
5 G 
— > 
BIRKS OF ABERGELDIL, 4 
Bows laſſie will ye go, 
Will ye go, will ye go, "R 
Bonnie laſſie will ye go 
To the birks of Abergeldie ? 
Ye ſall get a gown of ſilk, ; A 
A gown of filk, a gown of filk, 8 
Ye fall get a gown of filk, Far 
And coat of callimankie, 8 
a Far 
Na, kind Sir, I dar nae gang, The 
I dar nae gang, I dar nae gang, 19 T 
Na, kind Sir, I dar nae gang; V 
My minny will be angry. 
Sair, fair, wad ſhe flyte ; And 
Wad ſhe fiyte, wad ſhe flyte; Si 
Sair, fair, wad ſhe flyte; Jar 
And ſair wad ſhe ban me. Si 
Fare 
oF 
Th 
W. 


Ker the country, bonnie laſſie, 
Keep the country, keep the country 


<> 


N 
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Keep the country, bonnie laſſie, 
Lads will a' gie gowd for ye; 
Gowd for ye, bonnie laſhe, 
Gowd for ye, gowd for ye; 
Keep the country, bonnie laſſie, 
Lads will a' gie gowd for ye. 


As fare ye weel, my auld wife, 
Sing bum, be bery, bum : 
Fare ye weel, my auld wife, 
Sing bum, bum, bum, 
Fare ye weel, my auld wife, 
The ſteerer up o' ſtrunt and ſtrife ; 
The malt's aboon the meal the night, 
Wy ſome, ſome, ſome. 


And fare ye weel, my pyke-ſtaff, 
Sing bum, be bery bum; 

Fare ye weel, my pyke-ſtaff, 
Sing bum, bum, bum : 

Fare ye weel, my pyke-ſtaff, 

Wi' you nae mair my wife I'll baff; 
The malt's aboon the meal the night 
Wi' ſome, ſome, ſome. 

Vol. II, | N 
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Trav Fowren o' the glen, 

There's o'er mony wooing at her I 
She has lovers nine or ten, 1 
There's o'er mony wooing at her: I 
Wooing at her, kiſſing at her, ; * 

Clapping at her, cannae get her; BI 
Shame fa? her filthy ſnout, Bl 

There's o'er mony wooing at her. 0 


KIRK WAD LET ME BE. 


I. 2 poor filly auld man, 
And hirpling o'er a tree; 
Yet fain, fain kiſs wad I, 
Gin the kirk wad let me be, 


Gin a' my duds were aff, 
And a' hail claes on, 

O could kiſs a young laſs, 
As weel as ony man, 
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BLINK OVER THE BURN, SWEET BETTY, 


Ts mmer I maw'd my meadows, 
In harveſt I ſhure my corn; 

In winter I married a widow, 

{ with I was free the morn. 


Blink over the burn to me : 
O my luvely laſs it's a pity 
But I was a widow for thee ! 


BONNY DUNDEE, 


0 Have I burnt, or have I ſlain ? 

Or have I done aught injury ? 

I've gotten a bonny young laſhe wi' bairn, 
The bailie's daughter of bonny Dundee. 


Where ſhall I ſee ſae bonny a laſs ? 
Open your ports, and let me gang free, 


I maun ſtay nae langer in bonny Dundee, 
N 2 


Blink over the burn, ſweet Betty, 8 


Bonny Dundee, and bonny Dundaſs, 5 
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| 
CONTIN * ö 


I zovcur my woman and my wife half a pund of 
. 


I think 'twill ſerve them a' their life to ſpin as F 

faſt's they dow : 
I thought it had been ended when ſcarce it was 

begun; 
And I believe my wife ſall end her life and leave T 
: the tow unſpun. 
I looked to my yarn knagg, and it grew never 

mair 5 I 
I looked to my meal kiſt, my heart grew wond'rous 

fair : 0 
J looked to my ſour-milk boat, and it wad never 

ſour; : * 
For they ſupped at and ſlaiked at, and never ſpan 

an hour. 81 
But if your wife and my wife were in a boat the- 

gither, Tl 
And yon honeſt man's wife were in to ſteer the 

rither 10 De 
And if the boat were bottomleſs, and ſeven mile 

to row, W 


I think my wife wou'd ne'er come back to {pi 
her pound of tow, 
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But if e'er I be a widower, as I hope ſoon to be, 

I ſhall never ha'e anither wife till I ken what 
ſhe can do. 

O ſhe maun card, and ſhe maun ſpin, and milk 
baith cow and ewe, 

And ſkutch and clove and heckle lint and ſpin a 
pund of tow, I5 


— — — — 


Tune, Oe'r the Hills and far awa. 


Lor meaner beauties uſe their art, 
And range both Indias for their dreſs, . 
Our fair can captivate the heart 
In native weeds, nor look the leſs. 
More bright unborrow'd beauties ſhine ; 5 
The artleſs ſweetneſs of each face 
Sparkles with luſtre more divine 
When freed of every foreign grace. 


The tawney nymph on ſcorching plains, 
May uſe the aids of gems and paint, 10 
Deck with brocade and Tyrian ſtains 
Features of ruder form and taint. 
What Caledonian ladies wear, 
Or from the lint or woollen twine, 
Adorn'd by all their ſweets, appear 15 
Whate'er we can imagine fine. 
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Apparel neat becomes the fair, 
- The dirty dreſs may lovers cool; 
But clean, our maids need have no care, 
If clad in linen, filk, or wool, 20 
T'adore Myrtilla, who can ceaſe ? 
Her active charms our praiſe demand, 
Clad in a mantua from the fleece, 


Spun by her own delightful hand, 


Who can behold Caliſta's eyes, 25 
Her breaſt, her cheek, and ſnowy arms, 
And mind what artiſts can deviſe, 

To rival more ſuperior charms ? 
Compar'd with thoſe the diamond's dull, 
Lamas, ſettins, and the velvet fade; 
The ſoul with her attractions full, 

Can never be by theſe betray ' d. 


. 
"= 


Sapphira, all o'er native ſweets, 
Not the falſe glare of dreſs regards, 
Her wit her character completes, 35 
Her ſmile her lovers ſighs rewards. 
When ſuch firſt beauties lead the way, 
Th' inferior rank will follow ſoon ; 
Then arts no longer ſhall decay, 
But trade encourag'd be in tune. 43 


Millions of fleeces ſhall be wove, 
And flax that on the valleys blooms, 
Shall make the naked nations love, 


And bleſs the labour of our looms :; 
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We have enough, nor want from them 45 xt 
But trifles hardly worth our care; 108 
Yet for theſe trifles let them claim 1 
What food and cloth we have to ſpare. * 
9 
How happy's Scotland in her fair! "38 
Her amiable daughters ſhall, 50 hs. 

By acting thus with virtuous care, I'% 
Again the golden age recal : 40 
Enjoying them Edina ne'er 85 hey! 
Shall miſs a court; but ſoon advance 1 
'a wealth, when thus the lov'd appear 55 * E 
Around the ſcenes, or in the dance. * Me 
Ds. 
Barbarity ſhall yield to ſenſe, $4 4 
And lazy pride to uſeful arts, * * 
When ſuch dear angels in defence 3 
Of virtue thus engage their hearts. 60 3 
Bleſs'd guardians of our joys and wealth, FT... 
True fountains of delight and love, - 
Long bloom your charms, fix'd be your health, 55 48 
Till, tir'd with earth, you mount above. 64 5 
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A, gentle turtle-dove 
By cooing ſhews deſire, 
As ivies oak do love, 
And twining round aſpire ; 
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So I my Betty love, h | 
So I my Betty woo, T 
I coo as cooes the dove, 
And twine as ivies do. 1 
Her kiſs is ſweet as ſpring, 1 
Like June her boſom's warm; * 
The autumn ne'er did bring, 
By half ſo ſweet a charm. 
As living fountains do 1 
Their favour ne'er repent, 
50 Betty's bleſſings grow 13 
The more, the more they're lent. Y 
Leave kindred and friends, ſweet lady, TT 


Leave kindred and friends for me; 
Aſſured thy ſervant is fteddy 

To love, to honour, and thee.. 
The gifts, of nature and fortune, 

May fly, by chance, as they came; 
They're grounds the deſtinies fport on, 

But virtue is ever the ſame. 


Although my fancy were roving, 

Thy charms fo heavenly appear, 
That other beauties diſproving, 

I'd worſhip thine only, my dear. 
And ſhould life's ſorrows embitter 

The pleaſure we promiſe our loves, 
To ſhare them together is fitter, 

Than moan aſunder like doves, x 


SCOTS SONGS. 
Oh! were I but once ſo bleſſed, 
To graſp my love in my arms ! 
By thee to be graſped and kiſſed! 


297 


And live on thy heaven of charms ! 


I'd laugh at fortune's caprices, 


Should fortune capricious prove ; 
Though death ſhould tear me to pieces, 


I die a martyr to love, 


40 


Vi. you go and marry, Kitty ? 


Can you think to take a man ? 
"Tis a pity one ſo pretty 


Should not do the thing they can. 


You a charming lovely creature, 


Wherefore would you lie alone ? 


Beauty's of a fading nature, 
Has a ſeaſon to be gone. 


Therefore, while your blooming, Kitty, 


Liſten to a loving ſwain. 
Take example by fair Betty, 
Once the darling of the men ; 
Who, with coy and fickle nature, 
Frifled off till ſhe's grown old, 
Now ſhe's left by every creature : 
Let not this of thee be told, 
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But my dear and lovely Kitty, 
This one thing I have to tell, 
I could with no man to get you, 
Save it were my very ſel. 20 
Take me, Kitty, at my offer, 
Or be-had, and I'll take you: 
We's mak nae din about your tocher ; 
Marry, Kitty, then we'll woo. 


Many words are needleſs, Kitty, 25 \ 
You do want, and ſo do I ; 
If you would a man ſhould get you, A 


Then I can that want ſupply : 
Say then, Kitty, ſay you'll take me, 

As the very choice of men, 
Never after to forſake me, 

And the prieſt ſhall ſay Amen. 


Then, O! then, my charming Kitty, 
When we're married, what comes then 
Then no other man can get you, 
But you'll be my very ain: 
Then we'll kiſs and clap at pleaſure, 
Nor be troubled at envy : 
If once I had my lovely treaſure, 


Let the reſt admire and die. 
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War though I be a country-laſs, 
A lofty mind I bear-a. 

And think myfelf as good as thoſe 
Who gay apparel wear-a. 


What though my cloaths be home-ſpun gray, 
My ſkin it is as ſoft-a, 

As thoſe that, in their Cyprus veils, 
Carry their heads aloft- a. 


What though I keep my father's ſheep, 
It is what mult be done-a : 

A garland of the ſweetelt flow'rs 
ſhall ſhade me from the ſun-a. 


And when I ſee they feeding be 
Where graſs and flow'rs do ſpring-a, 
Beſide a purling cryſtal ſtream 
I'll ſet me down and fing-a, 


My country curds, and wooden ſpoon, 
Methinks are very fine-a, 

When, on a ſhady bank at noon, 
I ſet me down and dine-a. 


My leathern bottle, ſtuff'd with ſage, 
Js drink that's very thin - a; 
N 6 
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No wind did e'er my brain enrage, 
Or tempt me for to ſin- a. | 


What tho” my portion won't allow 25 ; 
Of bags of ſbining gold-a ; 

A farmer's daughter now-a-days \ 

Like ſwine is bought and fold a. \ 

F 

My body's-fair, I'll keep it ſound, E 

And an honeſt mind within-a ; 30 N 

And for an hundred thouſand pound 8 

I value 't not a pin-a. T 

I 


No jewels wear I in my ears, 
Nor pearls about my neck-a 3 
No coſtly rings do I eber uſe, 
My fingers for:to deck-a, 


But for the man, whoe'er he be; 

| Whom I ſhall chance to wed-a,. 

Ill keep a jewel worth them all, 
I mean my maidenhead-a. 


"Twas ſummer, and the day was fair, 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from care, 

Beguiling thought, forgetting ſorrow, 
I wander'd o'er the braces of Yarrow.. 
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Till then deſpiſing beauty's pow'r, 

I kept my heart, my own ſecure; 

But Cupid's art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's charms do now inſlave me. 


While cruel love no bribe receive ! 

No ranſom, take for Marty's flave ? 

Her frowns of reſt. and hope deprive me; 
Her lovely ſmiles like light revive me. 

No bondage may with mine compare, 
Since firſt I ſaw this charming fair; 

This beauteous flower, this roſe of Yarrow, 
In nature's gardens has no marrow.. 


Had I of Heaven but one requeſt, 

Fd aſk to lie on Mary's breaſt : 

There would I hve or die with pleaſure, 
Nor ſpare this world one moment's leiſure ; 
Deſpiſing Kings, and all that's great, 

I'd ſmile at ccurts, and courtiers fate; 

My jey compleat on fuch a marrow, 

Fd dwell with her and live on Yarrow. 


But though ſuch bliſs I ne'er ſhou!d gain, 
Contented ſtill I'll wear my chain, 

In hopes my faithful heart may move her; 
For, leaving life Pll always love her. 

What doubts diſtract a lover's mind? 

That breaſt, all ſoftneſs, muſt prove kind ; 
And ſhe ſhall yet become my marrow, 

The lovely beauteous roſe of Yarrow, 


zor 


10 


o 


” . - 
bs 4 
A 
} * 
. 
K — 
14 
= 
_ © 
= 
_ : : %, 
. 5 * 
* : 
+ s . 
*I4? 1 86 
* 
„ l 
0 * N 
fi bY. 
12% % 1 
* 1} - 
e 
17% 
' Dy 
44 


11 oh 


_ - 


: 
= 
=> 1 


4 7 
-: 4 


— * 
- — * — 
2 . 
2 
o — = - 
T; 
EEE | 


Me 
EF. 8 


2 


3 
> <= 


3 
„ 
= tz 


- hs 
IST TE" 
SLE, 
1 £4 © 


S - 
: 


wy 


-  <C* 2: 2 

- 
4 = 

. — — 

" a7 
"SAL? 
"4454 | 

* . == 


. 
* 
a 


5 
- 
— 


— 
2 


. 


- 
PIT 


— 7 
IS 
2 2 
— 


2 


yy * 
= 
— ==; 


DOSES 


_—— — 


— > 

z 
= — — 
= 
— - 


302 


"Fas the ſhining mid-day hour, 
When all began to gaunt, 

That hunger rugg'd at Watty's breaſt, 
And the poor lad grew faint. 


His face was like a bacon ham 
That lang in reek had hung; 

And horn-hard was his tawny hand, 
That held his hazel rung. 


So wad the ſafteſt face appear; 
Of the maiſt dreſſy ſpark ; 

And ſuch the hands that lords wad hae 
Were they kept cloſe at wark. 


His head was like the heath'ry buſh, 
Beneath his bonnet blew ; 

On his braid cheeks, frae lug to lug, 
His bairdy briſtles grew. 


But hunger, like a gnawing worm, 
Gade through his rumbling kyte ; 

And nothing now but ſolid gear 
Could give his heart delyte. 


He to the kitchen ran with ſpeed, 
To his lov'd Madge he ran, 


- 
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Sunk down into the chimney-nook, 
With viſage ſour and wan. 


Get up (he cries), my creeſhy love, 25 
Support my ſinking ſaul 

With ſomething that 1s fit to chew, 
Be't either het or caul. 


This is the how and hungry hour, 
When the beſt cures for grief 30 
Are cogues fou of the lythy Kail, | 
And a good junt of beet. 


Oh Watty, Watty ! (Madge replies), 
I but o'er juſtly trow'd 

Your love was thowleſs, and that ye 35 
For cake and pudding woo'd. 


Bethink thee, Watty, of that night, 
When all were faſt aſleep, 
How ye-kiſs'd me frae cheek to cheek, 
Now leave theſe cheeks to dreep. 40 


How could ye ca? my hurdies fat, 
And comfort of your ſight ? 

How could ye rooſe my dimpled. hand, 
Now all my dimples ſlight! ; 


Why did you promiſe me a ſnood, 45 
To bind my locks ſae brown? 


304 $COTS SONGS» 


Why did you me fine garters hight, 
Yet let my hoſe fa' down? 


O faithleſs Watty ! think how aft 
I ment your ſarks and hole ; 

For you how mony bannocks ſtown, 
How mony cogues of broſe. 

But, hark! the kail-bell rings, and I 
Maun gae link aft the pot, 

Come ſee, ye haſh, how ſair I ſweat, 
To ſtegh your guts, ye ſot. 


The grace was ſaid, the maſter ſery'd, 
Fat Madge return'd again, 

Blythe Watty raiſe and rax'd himſel, 
And fidg'd, he was ſae fain. 


He hy'd him to the ſavoury bench, 
Where a warm haggis ſtood, 


And gart his gooly, through the bag, 


Let out its fat heart's blood. 


And thrice he cry'd, Come eat, dear Madge, 6; 
Of this delicious fare; 

Syne claw'd it aff moſt cleverly, 
Till he could eat nae mair. 


52 
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Tas ſhepherd Adonis being weary'd with ſport, 
He for a retirement to the woods did reſort. 

He threw by his club, and he laid himſelf down ; 
He envy'd no monarch, nor wiſh'd for a crown. 


He drank of the burn, and he ate frae the tree; 5 
Himſelf he enjoy*d. and frae trouble was free. 
He wiſh'd for no nymph, tho? never ſae fair; 
Had nae love or ambition, and therefore nae cares 


But as he lay thus, in an ev'ning ſae clear, 

A heav*nly ſweet voice ſounded ſaft in his ear, 10 
Which came frae a ſhady green neighbouring grove, 
Where bonny Amynta fat ſinging of love. 


He wander'd that way, and found wha was there, 

He was quite confounded to ſee her fac fair. 

He ſtood like a ſtatue, not a foot could he move, 15 

Nor knew he what ail'd him but he fear'd it was 
love. 


The nymph ſhe beheld him with a kind modeſt 
grace, 

*ing ſomething that pleas'd her appear in his face. 

With bluſhing a little, ſhe to him did ſay, 

V ſhepherd! what want ye? how came 1 04 this 
way? 2S 
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His ſpirits reviving, he to her reply'd, 

I was ne'er ſae ſurpris'd at the ſight of a maid 
Until I beheld thee, from love I was free ; 
But now I'm ta'en captive, my faireſt, by thee. 


Oweer Nelly, my heart's delight, 
Be loving, and do not light 
The proffer I make, for modeſty's ſake ; 
I honour your beauty bright. 
For, love, I profeſs, I can do no leſs, [ 
Thou haft my favour won. 
And fince I ſee your modeſty, 
I pray agree and fancy me, 
Though I'm but a farmer's ſon. 


No; I'm a lady gay; 19 
Tie very well known, I may 
Have men of renown, in country or town : 
So, Roger, without delay, 
Court Bridget, or Sue, Kate, Nancy, Prue, 
Their loves will ſoon be won. 15 
But don't you dare to ſpeak me far, 
As tho" I were at my laſt pray”r, 
o marry a farmers ſon. 


My father has riches in ſtore, 

Two hundred a year and more, 20 
Beſides ſheep and cows, carts, harrows, & ploughs; 

His age is above threeſcore : 
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And when he does die, then merrily I 
Shall have what he has won. 

Both land and kine, all ſhall be thine, 

If thou'lt incline, and wilt be mine, 
And marry a farmer's ſon, 


A fs for your cattle and corn; 
Yuur proffer'd love I ſcorn. 

Tir known very well, my name it is Nell, 
And you're but a bumpkin born, 


Well, Gnce it is fo, away I will go, 
And I hope no harm 1s done, 
Farewell, adieu. I hope to woo 

25 Food as you. and win her 122 


Y dad A& we vWF wy 


Tho' I'm but a farmer's fon, 


Be not in ſiab haſte, quoth ſhe, 

Perhaps we may fiull agree: 

Fir, man, I proteſt, I was but in jeſt ; 

Come, prithee, fit down by me; 

Fir thou art the man, that verily can 
Perform what muſt be done ; 

Daß firait and tall, genteel withal, 

terefore I ſhall be at your call, 


To marry a farmer's ſun. 


Dear lady, believe me now 
I ſolemnly ſwear and vow, 


Like fellows that drive the plough; 
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40 


45 


No lords in their lives take pleaſure in wives, 
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For whate'er they gain, with labour and pain, c 
They don't to harlots run, 

As courtiers do. I never knew, 

A London beau, that could outdo 
A country farmer's ſon, 34 


——— . ——— — 


Ho bleſt has my time been, what joys have 
known, 

Since wedlock's foft bondage made Jeſſy my own! 

So joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, 

That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain, 


That freedom is taſteleſs, &c. 


Through walks grown with woodbines as ofte 
we ſtray, 

Around us our boys and girls frolic and play: 

How pleaſing their ſport is! The wanton ones ſce 


And borrow their looks from my Jeſſy and me. 
And borrow their looks, &c. 


To try her ſweet temper, oft-times am I ſcen, 
In revels all day, with the nymphs on the green 
Though painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe be 
guiles, 
And meets me at night with complacence and ſmiles 
And meets me at night, &c. = 


I wi 


But 


I wi 


Not 
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What though on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 

Her wit and good-humour bloom all the year 
through; 

Time ſtill, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, 


And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her 
youth. 


And groes to her mind, &c. | 20 


Ye ſhepherds ſo gay, who make love to inſnare, 
And cheat with falſe vows the too credulous fair; 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam ? 
To hold it for life, you mult find it at home. 


To hold it for life, &c. 25 


— . . — — .——— — K — 


SANDY O'ER IHE LEE. 


| wmxa matry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee, 
I winna hae the domminee, for gude he canna be, 


But I will hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the 


lee, 


For he's aye a ling, Ling, kiſſing, $ 
Aye a hiſſing me. | 


I will not have the miniſter for all his godly looks, 


Nor yet will I the lawyer have, for all his wylie 
crooks 
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I will not have the ploughman lad, nor yet wil 
I the miller, 
But I will hae my Sandy lad without one penny 
filler. 17 
For he's aye a hiſſing, & c. 


I will not hae the ſoldier lad, for he gangs to the 
war, 

I will not hae the ſailor lad becauſe he ſmells 9 
tar; 

I will not have the lord nor laird for all their 
mickle gear, 

But I will hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the 
meir. 7 


For he's aye a kiſſing, Gr. 


THE COUNTRY WEDDING. 


Cour haſte to the wedding” ye friends and ye 
neighbours, 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay : 
Forget all your ſorrows, your cares, and your la. 
bours, 
And let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to- day. 
Ve votaries all attend to my call, | 5 
Come revel in pleaſures that never can cloy; 
Come, ſee rural felicity, 


Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 
Come lee, &c. 


Le 


To 


,. 


1. 
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Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 10 
Still crowd to, and beat at the breaſt of the 
great; 
To ſuch wretched paſſions we give no admiſſion, 
But leave them alone to the wiſe ones of ſtate, 
We boaſt of no wealth but contentment and 


health, 
In mirth and in friendſhip our moments em- 
ploy. 15 


Come ſee, &c. 


With reaſon we taſte of each heart - ſtirring plea- 
ſure ; 
With reaſon we drink of the full flowing bowl, 
Are jocund and gay, but all within meaſure, 
For fatal exceſs will enſlave the free foul, 15 
Then come at our bidding to this happy wed- 
ding, | 
No care ſhall obtrude here our bliſs to an- 
noy. 
Come ſee, &c. 


| 


| 


JOCKY TO THE FAIR, 


Twas on the morn of ſweet May-day, 

When nature painted all things gay, 

Taught birds to ſing, and lambs to play, 
And guild the meadows fair ; 
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Young Jockey early in the morn 
Aroſe, and tript it o'er the lawn 
His Sunday's coat the youth put on, 
For Jenny had vow'd away to run 
With Jockey to the fair. 
For Jenny had vow'd, &c. 


The cheerful pariſh bells had rung, 

With eager ſteps they trudg'd along, 

With flow'ry garlands round him hung, 
Which ſhepherds us'd to wear; 

He tapt the window, Haſte, my dear; 

Jenny, impatient, cry'd, Who's there? 

"Tis I, my love, and no one near, 


Step gently down, you've nought to fear, 


With Jockey to the fair. 
Step gently down, &c. 


My dad and mammy's faſt aſleep, 
My brother's vp, and with the ſheep 4 
And will you ſtill your promiſe keep, 
Which I have heard you ſwear ? 
And will you ever conſtant prove ? 
I will, by all the pow'rs above, 
And ne'er deceive my charming dove, 
Diſpel thoſe doubts, and haſte, my love, 
With Jockey to the fair. 
Diſpel thoſe doubts, &c. 


Behold the ring ! the ſhepherd cry'd, 
Will Jenny be my charming bride ? 


19 


I, 


9 


Let Cupid be our happy guide, 

And Hymen meet us there: 
Then Jocky did his vows renew, 35 
He wou'd be conſtant, wou'd be true, 
His word was pledg'd, away ſhe flew, 
With cowſlips tipt with balmy dew, 

With Jocky to the fair. 

With cwſlips tipt, &c. 40 


[n raptures meet the joyful train, 
Their gay companions blithe and young, 
Each join the dance, each join the throng, 
To hail the happy pair : 
In turns there's none ſo fond as they, 45 
They bleſs the kind propitious day, 
The ſmiling morn of blooming May, 
When lovely Jenny run away 
With Jocky to the fair, 


SCANT OF LOVE, WANT OF LOVE. 


. auld man he courted me, 
Scant of love, want of love; 

The auld man he courted me, 
Thoughtleſs as I am; 

and I for the ſake of pelf, 
Yielded to give myſelf 
Vox. II. 0 
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When lovely Jenny, &c. 50 


— 
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To the cauld arms of 
The ſilly auld man. 


The auld man did marry me, 
Scant of love, want of love, 

The auld man did marry me, 
Wanton as I am; 

The auld man did marry me, 
And home did carry me : 

Never, never, while you live 


Wed an auld man, 


A 


The auld man and I went to bed, 
Scant of love, want of love; 
The auld man and I went to bed, 

Handſome as I am : 20 
The auld man and I went to bed, 

But he neither did nor ſaid, 
What brides expect, when laid 


By a gudeman. 


CY >» tx ff ©) fin of 


The auld man ſoon fell aſleep, 25 
Scant of love, want of love ; 
The auld man ſoon fell aſleep, 
Left me as I am; 
The auld man ſoon fell aſleep, 
Think you that I would weep ? 
Na—but I ftraight did creep 
To a young man; = 


C43 
C> 


C> 
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Where 1 lay all the night, 
No ſcant, no want of love; 
Where I lay all the night, 
Who ſo happy then? 
Where I lay all the night, 
In raptures and delight; 
So ſhould all young wives treat 
Fumbling auld men. 


, —U—;vB——B—K— . ̃ͤ—k.—.̃ 


CAULD KAIL IN ABERDEEN. 


Trcze's cauld kail in Aberdeen, 

And caſtocks in Stra'bogie; 

Gin I hae but a bonny laſs, 

Ye're welcome to your cogie. 

And ye may ſit up a' the night, 

And drink till it be braid daylight; 

Gie me a laſs baith clean and tight, 
To dance the reel of Bogie. 


In Cotillons the French excel; 
John Bull in countra dances ; 
The Spaniards dance fandangos well, 
Mynheer in all'mande prances: 
In fourſome reels the Scots delight, 
The threeſome maiſt dance wondrous light; 
But twaſome ding a' out o' ſight, 
| Danc'd to the reel of Bogie. 
e | 
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Come, lads, and view your partners well, 
Wale each a blythſome rogie 
I'U tak this laſſie to myſel, 
She ſeems ſac keen and vogie : 
Now, piper lad, bang up the ſpring ; 
The countra faſhion is the thing, 
To prie their mou's e'er we begin 
To dance the recl of Bogie. 


Now 1lka lad has got a laſs, 

Save yon auld doited fogie, 

And ta'en a fling upo? the graſs, 

As they do in Stra'bogie. 

But a' the laſſes look ſac fain, 

We canna think ourſels to hain ; 
For they mavn hae their come-again, 


To dance the reel of Bogie. 


Now a? the lads hae done their beſt, 
Like true men of Stra'bogie 
We'll ſtop a while and tak a reſt, 
And tipple out a cogie : 
Come now, my lads, and tak your glaſs, 
And try ilk other to ſurpals, 
In wiſhing health to every laſs 
To dance the reel of Bogie, 


29 


30 


40 
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THE WAEFU' HEART. 


Gi living worth could win my heart, 
You wou'd nae ſpeak in vain 
But in the darkſome grave it's laid, 
Never to riſe again. 
My waefu' heart lies low wi' his, 5 
Whoſe heart was only mine: 
And oh! what a heart was that to loſe; 
But I maun no repine. 


Yet oh! gin heav'n in mercy ſoon 
Wou'd grant the boon I crave, 10 
And tak this life, now naething worth, 
Sin Jamie's in his grave. 
And ſee his gentle ſpirit comes 
To ſhew me on my way, 
Surpris'd, nae doubt, I ſtill am here 15 
Saer wond'ring at my ſtay. 


come, I come, my Jamie dear, 
And oh! wi what gude will 
[ follow, wharſoe'er ye lead, 
Ye canna lead to ill. 20 
She ſaid, and ſoon a deadlie pale 
Her faded cheek poſſeſt, 
03 
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Her waefu' heart forgot to beat 
Her ſorrows ſunk to reſt. 24 


— ———_ ______wy______—__———_—_—_— 
THE EWY WI THE CE.OOKED HORN, 


O WERE I able to rehearſe, 
My ewy's praiſe in proper verſe, 
I'd found it out as loud and fierce 
As ever piper's drone could blaw. 
My ewy ui the crooked horn, | 5 
A that ken'd her could hae ſworn, 
Sic a ewe was never born, 
Hereabouts nor far awa'. 


She neither needed tar nor keel, 
To mark her upo' hip or heel, 10 
Her crooked horny did as weel, 
To ken her by among them a'. 
My ewy, &c. 


She never threaten'd ſcab nor rot, 
But keepit ay her ain jog trot, 15 
Baith to the fauld and to the cot, 
Was never ſwier to lead nor ca'. 
My ewy, &c. 


A better or a thriſtier beaſt 


Nae honeſt man need e'er hae wiſh'd 29 


SCOTS SONCS, 


For filly thing ſhe never miſs'd 
To hae ilk year a lamb or twa. 
My ewy, &c. 


The firſt ſhe had, I gae to Jock, 
To be to him a kind of ſtock ; 
And now the laddie has a flock 
Of mair than thirty head and twa, 
My ewy, &c. 


The neeſt I gae to Jean; and now 
The bairn's ſae bra?, has fauld ſae fu', 
That lads fae thick come her to woo, 
They're fain to ſleep on hay or ſtraw. 
My ewy, &c. 


Cauld or hunger never dang her; 

Wind or rain could never wrang her; 

Anes ſhe lay an owk and langer 
Forth aneath a wreath o' ſnaw. 


My ewy, &c. 


When ither ewies lap the dyke, 
And ate the kail for a' my tyke, 
My ewie never play'd the like, 
But tees'd about the barn wa?. 
My ewy, &c. 


I looked ay at even for her, 
Leſt miſhanter ſhould come o'er her, 
O 4 
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Or the fumart might devour her, 
Gin the beaſty bade awa'. 
My ewy, &c. 


Yet laſt owk for a' my keeping, 
EWha can tell o't without greeting), 
A villain came when I was fleeping, 
Staw ray ewie, horn and ab 
My ewe, &c. 


I ſought her ſair upo? the morn, 

And down ancath a buſh o' thorn, 

There 1 fand her crooked horn; 
But my ewy was awa'. 


My ewy, &c. 
But gin I find the loon that did it, 


I hae ſworn as well as ſaid it, 
Altho' the Hird himſel forbid it, 
I fall gi'e his neck a thraw. 


My ewy, &c. 


I never met wi' fic a turn; 
At e'en I had baith ewe and horn 
Safe ſteikit up; but *gain the morn, 


Baith ewe aud horn were ſtown awa. 


My ewy, &c. 


A? the clais that we hae worn 


Frag hex and hers ſae aft was ſhora ; 


55 
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The loſs o' her he could hae borne, 
Had fair ſtrae death ta'en her awa'. 
My ewy, &c. 


O had ſhe died o' croup or cauld, 
As ewies die when they grow auld, 
it had na been by mony fauld, 

Sae ſaer a heart to ane o' us a? 


My ewy, &c. 


But thus, poor thing, -to loſe her life, 
Beneath a bloody villain's knife; 
In troth I fear that our goodwife, 
Will never get aboon't ava”. 
My ewy, &c. 


J all ye bards ayond Kinghorn, 
Call up your muſes, tet them mourn 
Dur ewy wi? the crooked horn, 
Frac us town, and fell'd and a0 
My ewy, &c. 
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THE SILLER CROWN. 


Aw ye ſall walk in filk attire, , 
An d ſiller hae to ſpare, 
| Oc 
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Gin ye'll conſent to be his bride, 
Nor think o' Donald mair. 

Oh ! wha wad buy a filken gown, 
WT a poor broken heart; 

Or what's to me a filler crown, 
Gin frae my love I part. 


The mind whaſe every wiſh is pure, 
Far dearer is to me; 

And e'er I'm forc'd to brack my faith, 
I'll lay me down and die: 

For I hae pledg'd my virgin troth, 
Brave Donald's fate to ſhare; 

And he has gi'en to me his heart, 
WI“ a' its virtues rare. 


His gentle manners wan my heart, 
. He, gratefu', took the gift; 
Cou'd I but think to ſeek it back, 
It wou'd be war than thift. 
For langeſt life can ne'er repay 
The love he bears to me; 
And e'er I'm forc'd to brack my troth, 
I'll lay me down and die.. 


TO THE GREENWOOD GANG WI' ME. 


4 . ſpeer my love, wi' glances fair, 
The woodland laddie came; 


SCOTS SONGS, 


He vow'd he wou'd be ay fincere, 
And thus he ſpake his flame: 
The morn is blythe, my bonny fair, 
As blythe as blythe can be ; 
To the green wood gang my laſſie dear, 
To the green wood gang wi' me, 
Gang wi" me, gang wi” me, 


To the green wood gang my laſſie dear, 


To the green wood gang wi me. 


The lad wi! love was ſo oppreſs'd, 
I wadna fay him nay ; 

My lips he kiſs'd, my hand he preſs'd, 
While tripping o'er the brae: 

Dear lad'I cry'd, thou'rt trig and fair, 
And blythe as blythe can be, 
To the green wood gang my laddie dear, 
To the green wood gang wr me. 

Gang wi” me, &c, 


The bridal day is come to paſs, 

Sic joy was never ſeen ; | 
Now I am call'd the woodland laſs, 

The woodland laddie's queen : 
I bleſs the morn ſo freſh and fair, 

L. told my mind fo free; 
To:the green wood gang my laddie dear, 
To the green wood gang wi” me. 
Gang wi” me, &c. 
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JOHNNY AND MARY. 


Dow the burn and thro? the mead, 
His golden Iocks wav'd o'er his brow ; 
Johnny lilting, tun'd his reed, 
And Mary wip'd her bonny mou? : 
Dear ſhe loo'd the well known ſong, 
While her Johnny, blythe and bonny, 
Sung her praiſe the whole day long. 
Down the burn and thro* the mead, 
His golden lecks wav'd oer bis brow ; 
Johnny. liltng, tun'd bis reed, 
And Mary wip'd her bonny mou”. 


Coſtly claiths ſhe had but few ; 

Of rings and jewels nae great ſtore ; 
Her face was fair, her love was true, 
And Johnny wiſely wilh'd nae more: 
Love's the pearl the ſhepherd's prize ; 
O'er the mountain, near the fountain, 
Love delights the ſhepherd's eyes. 

* Down the burn, &c. 


Gold and titles give not health, 

And Johnny cou'd nae theſe impart ; 
Vouthfu' Mary's greateſt wealth, 
Was fill her faithfu* Johnny's heart: 
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Sweet the joy's the Lovers find, 

Great the treaſure, ſweet the pleaſure, 25 

Where the heart is always kind. . 
Down the Burn. &c. 


To the Tune of Roy Stuart. 


My Jockey is a bonny lad, 
A dainty lad, a merry lad, 
A neat, ſweet, pretty, little lad, 
And juſt the lad for me. | 
For when we o'er the meadows ſtray, 5 
He's ay ſae lively, ay ſae gay, | 
And aft right cunning does he ſay, - 
There's nane he loe's like me. 
And then he fa's a kiſſing, clapping, hugging, 
ſqueezing, touzling, preſſing, winna let me be. 


1 met my lad t“ other day, 11 
Friſking o'er yon field of hay; | 
Says he, dear Ilaſfe, will you ſtay, 
And crack a while wr me: 
Na, Jockey lad, I dare na ſtay, x5 
My mither will miſs me away; 
And then ſhe'll flyte and ſcold a? day, 
And play the deil wi' me. 
But Yockey he took had o' me, and fell a Li- 
Ang, ſqueezing, preſjing, hugging, teazing, 
Squeezing, preſſing, till baith down fell we. 
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Hoot, Jockey, ſee my hair is down; 22 
And look, you've torn a' my gown, 
And how will I get thro' the town; 

Come, Jockey, let me be. - 
He never minded what I ſaid. 
But wi' my neck and boſom play'd-; 
J intreated, beg'd and 1 him 

Not to touzle me: 


But Jockey he flill continued hugging, &c, 30 


Breathleſs and fatigu'd I lay, 
In his arms amang the hay; * 
My blood faſt thro my veins did play, 
While he was kiſſing me. 
I thought my ſtrength could never laſt; T5 
For Jockey danc'd maiſt deviliſh faſt. : 
But for ony mair that paſt, 
Deil ane need care but me. 


At laſt he wearied o' his jumping, 
O' his dancing, o' his prancing; 40 
Then confeſs'd, without romancing, 


He was fain to let me be. 
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A GLOSSARY, 


OR 


EXPLANATION OF-THE SCOTCH WORDS, 


Some general rules, ſhewing wherein many South- 
ern and Northern words are originally the ſame, 
having only a letter changed for another; or ſumo- 
times one taken away or added. 


I. In many words ending with | Fawn Fallen. 

an / after an @ or «, the Gowd Gold. 

is rarely ſounded, Haff Half. 

Scots. Ease. How Hole or hollow. 
A ON fo Howms Holms, 
Ba Ball. „ Maut. Malt. 
Ca Call. Pov 4 
Fa Fall. | Row : Roll. 
Ga Gall. ; Scawd Scold. 
Ha Hall. Stown Stolen. 
Sma Small. 1 Wawk Walk. 
Sta | l 
Wa -_ II. The! changes to a , or 
Fou, or Fu Full. us after 0, Or a, and is fre- 
Pou, or Pu Pull. quently ſunk before ans 
Woo, or U Wool. ther conſonant ; as, 
— 8 — 9 2 ox SS 
bauſe hey: . AWM BALM». - 
F e. Bauk Baulk. 

* ; | Bouk Bulk. 


Folk. 
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Scots. 
Bow _ 
Bowt 
Caff 


SOME GENERAL RULES, Oc. 


Engliſh, 


Boll. 


Bolt. 
Calf. 


III. An e before 1d, changes 
to @ Or au; as, 


Scots. Engliſh, 
Avro OLD. 
Bauld Bold. 
Cauld Cold. 
Fauld Fold. 
Hald, or had Hold. 
Sald Sold. 
Tald Told. 
Wad Would. 


9 0 
— 


IV. The o, oe, ee, is chang- 


ed to a, ae, or ai; a5, 


«Sets ef \\ Engl: md 
AE, or ane ONE. + 
Aeten Oaten. 
Aff Off. 
Aften Often. 
Aik Oak. 
Aith 11>? Oath, 
Ain, or aun Own. 
-Alane Alone. 
Amaiſt Almoſt. 
Amang Among. 
Airs - Oars. 
Aites - Oats, 
Apen Open. 
Awner Owner. 
Bain Bone. 
Bair Bore. 
Baith Both. 
Blaw Blow. 
Braid Broad. 
Claith Cloth. 
Craw-w Cre. 
Drap Drop. 
Fae Foe. 
Frae 
Gae - 
Gaits 


Fro, or from, | 


Goats. 


- 
” 


| 


Scots, 


Lang 
Law 
Mae 
Maiſt 
Mair 


Lain, or len 


Engliſh, 


 Groan. 


Holy. 
Whole. 


Wholeſome. 


Home. 
Hot. 
Loath, 
Load. 
Loan. 
Long. 


Low. 


{ Toe. 


SOME GENERAL RULES, Oc. 


Scots. Engliſh." 
Hinny Honey. 
Ither ther. 


. The e or is frequently 
changed into i; as, 


Scots, Engliſh, Mither Mother, 
ANITHER ANOTHER, Nits | Nuts, 
Bill Bull, Niſe Noſe, 
Birn Burn, Pit Put. 
Brither Brother. Rin Run. 

Fit Foot. Sin Sun. 


Either Fother. 


| 
, 
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A 


Artis, perha 

Aboon, above * 

* the precincts of the 
Abbey of Holyroodhouſe 
at Edinburgh, is a ſanctu- 
ary for debtors, who are 
ſometimes humourouſly 
termed, Abbey-Lairds. 

Abee, let-abee, let alone, de- 
ſiſt, ceaſe 

Aefauld, fincere, without 

e 


Afore, before 

Afterhind, thereafter 

Ahint, behind 

Air, long ſince, early. Air 
up, ſoon up in the morn- 


ing 
Airts, points of the com- 


Amry, a cupboard 

Anew, enough 

Ark, a corn or meal cheſt 

Arles, earneſt of a bargain 

Aſe, aſhes 

Aſteer, ſtirring 

At ains, or anes, at Once, at 
the ſame time 

Attour, beſides 

Awſome, frightſul, terrible 

A-will, of itſelf, of its own 
accord 

Auld-farran, ingenious 


Auſtie, auſtere, harſh 


] Aurglebargin, to contend 


— — — — 


and wrangle 
A=wie, a little 
Ayont, beyond, 


B. 


BADRANS, a cat 

Baid, ſtaid, abode 

Bagrie, traſh 

Bairns, children 

Band, bond 

Bang, is ſometimes an action 
of haſte. We ſay, he cr it 

came wi' a bang.--A bang 

| alſo means a great nun 

2 Of cuſtomers ſbe bad a 

Bangl'd up, ſwelled. 

Bangſter, a bluſtering roaring 

| perſon 

Bannocks, a ſort cf bread 
thicker than cakes, aud 

round 

Baps, rolls of bread 

Barken'd, when mire, blood 
&c, hardens upon a thing 
like bark 

Barlikhood, a fit of drunken 

angry paſſion 

Barrow-trams, the ſtaves & 
a hand-barrow 

Batts, cholic 

Baw bee, balfpenny 

Barley-brie, ale or beer 

Bauch, ſorry, indifferent 


| Bawſy, bawſand-fac'd, b 


* 


"GLOSSARY. 


cow or horſe with a white 
face 

Bawty, a dog's name 

Bedeen, immediately, in haſte 

Begoud, began 

Begrutten, all in tears 

Berk, to baſk 

Beild, or beil, a ſhelter 

Bein, or been, wealthy. A 
been houſe, a warm well 
furniſhed one 

Beit, or beet, to help, re- 
pair 

Begunck, a trick 

Bells, bubbles 

Zelt, a girdle 

Beltan, the 3d of Aty, or 
Rood-day 

Ban, curſe 

Ben, the inner room of a 
houſe 

Benniſon, bleſſing 

Benſell, or benſail, force 

Bend, draught 

Bent, the open field 

Beuk, baked 

Beurith, ſomewhat in the 
meantime 

Dicker ing, fighting, running 
quickly; ſchool-boys bat- 
tling with ſtones 

Bigg, build. Bigget, built. 
Biggings, buildings | 

biggonet, a linen cap or coif 

Billy, brother - 

Borrowltown, a town or bor- 
rough : 

Byre, a byar, a cow-ſtall 

Birks, birch- trees 

Lirle, to drink. Common 
people joining their far- 
things for purchaſing li- 
quor, they call it, birling 
a bawbee. 

Dirn, a burnt — 18 

Eirns, che ſtalks - of burnt 


— 
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heath 

Birr, force, flying ſwiſtly 
with a noiſe 

Birs'd, bruiſed 

Bittle, or beetle, a wooden 
mell for beating hemp, or 
a fuller's club 

Black- a- vic'd, of a black com- 
plexion 

Blac, pale blue, the colour of 
the ſkin when bruiſed 

Blazind leather, tanned lea- 
ther 

Blaſtum, beguile 

Blate, baſhful 

Blatter, a rattling noiſe 

Bleech, to blanch or whiten 

Bleer, to make the eye wa- 
ter 

Bleez, blaze 

Blether, fooliſh diſcourſe, 
Bletherer, a babler. Stam- 
mering is called blether- 

Am 

Blin, ceaſe. 


— — 


Never blin, ne- 

ver have done 

Blinkan, the flame riſing and 
falling, as of a lamp when 
the oilis exhauſted, Twink- 

in 

Blink, a glance of the eye, a 
ray of light 

Boak, or boke, vomit 

Boa], a little preſs or cup- 
board in the wall 

Bodin, or bodden, provided 
or furniſhed 

Bodle, one ſixth of a penny 
Engliſh *' 

Blind - harrie, a game at 
romps 

Bodword, an ominous met. 

1 fſage. Bodwords are now 

| uſed to exprefs Ul-natured 

\ "mellages "3 


—— 


Blob, a drop 15 
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Boglebo, hobgoblin or ſpec- 


tre 
Bonny, beautiful 
Ponywalys, toys, gewgaws 
Boſs, empty 
Bouk, bulk, carcaſe 
Bow, or boll, a meaſure equal | 
to a ſack 
Brankand, gay 
Bouze, to drink 
Brochen, a kind of water- 
gruel of oat- meal, butter, 
and honey 
Brae, the ade of a hill, bank 


of a river 


Braird, the firſt ſprouting of 


corns 

Brander à gridiron 
Brands, calves of the legs. 
— prancing, a caper- 


Brarks, wherewith the ruſ- 
_, tics bridle their horſes. 

Brattle, noiſe, as of horſe- 
feet 

Brats, rags 
Draw, brave, fine in 

Dreeks, breeches 

Brecken, fearn 

Brent-brow, ſmooth high 
. forehead 

Bridal, wedding 

Brigs, bridges 
Briſs, to preſs 

Brock, a badger | 
Broe, broth 

Brie, ſoup, ſauce 
_ Browden, fond 
Browſter, brewer 
Browſt, a brewin 
Bruliment, a broi ' 
'Buckled, yoked in marriage 
Bucky, the large fea-ſnail 

A term of ceproach, when 
we expreſs a croſs-natur- 


ed fellow, by a thrawn 


— 


ö 


| 
| 
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bucky 
Buff, nonſenſe. As, he bie. 
ther'd buff 
Bught, t, the little fold wins 
e ewesare incloſcd a 
mijking-time 
Buller, to bubble. "The mo. 


tion of water at a ſpring 
head, or noiſe of a r. iſing 
tide 

Bumbaz' d, confus'd. Na! 
to ſtare and look like an 
idiot 

Bung, completely fuddled, az 
it were to the bung 

Bunkers, a bench, or ſort oi 
long low cheſts that ſerve 
for ſeats 

Bumbler, a bungler 

Burn, a brook 

Buſk, to deck, dreſs 

Buſtine, fuſtin (cloth) 

But, often for without; az 
But feed or favour 

Bykes or bikes, neſts or hives 
of bees 

Bygane, bypaſt 

By-word, a proverb 

Bees, humours, fancies. 

Bum, the poſteriors 

But and ben, this and the e- 
ther end of the houſe 

Blyth, cheerful 

Broach, a brooch or clalp 

Balow, "duh : Bas, a le li, 
peace, there is the wol 
A phraſe to ſtill chi- 
dren 

Bobit, curtſied 

Belyve, preſently 

Bid, pray for, deſire 

Bledoch, buttet-milk 

Bowgil, a horn 

Brand, ſword 

Bruke, poſſeſs poſſeſs, enjoy 

Binge, do obeyſance 


Bute, advantage 

putter, blunder 

Brecham, the collar of a 
work horſe 

Rridal-renzie, a horſe's rein 


Browny,. a kind of ghoſt or 


familiar ſpirit. 


N ©; 
Cap about, put about 
Cadie, a cadet 


Cadgie, happy, cheerful 
Can, gan, began 


ly ſnarling 
Canna, cannot 
Cant, to tell merry old tales 
Cantrips, incantations 
Canty, cheerful and merry 
Camſterie, riotous 
Capernoited, whimſical, ill- 
natur'd, capricious 
Car, ledge 
Carena, care net 


Carle, a name for an old 
man 


ves 


carline, a giant's wife 

Cathel, an hot pot, made of 
ale, ſugar, and eggs 

Cauldrife, ſpiritleſs. Want- 
ing cheerfulneſs in ad- 
dreſs 3 

Cauler, cool or freſh 

bil. awk, chalxk 

Caſt up, to upbraid 

Chafts, the chops 

Chandler, chandelier, a can- 
dleſtick 

Chapping, an ale - meaſure 
or ſtoup, . ſomewhat leſs 
than an Engliſh quart 

Caſtocks, the core and ſtalk 
of cabbages N 


Canker'd, angry, paſſionate- 


Carline, an old woman. Gire- 
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fellow, ufed ſometimes 


very good chiel; and 
contemptuouſly, as, That 
chiel 


a bird 


the teeth 
| Chucky, a hen 
Clan, tribe, family 


that makes a noiſe 

| Claſhes, chat 

Clatter, chatter 

Claught, took hold 
Claver, to ſpeak nonſenſe 
Claw, ſcratch 


1 Claiſe, clothes 


Clead, to cloath 

Cleeding, cloathing 

Cleck, hatch 

Cleek, to catch as with a 
hook | 

Cleugh, a den betwixt two 
rocks 

Clinty, hard, ſtony 

Clock, a beetle 

Clotted, the fall of any ſoft 
moiſt thing 

Cloſs, a court or ſquare ; aad 
frequently a lane or al- 
ley - 
Clour, the little ſump that 
f riſes on the head, occa- 
ſioned by a blow or fall 
Clute or cloot, hoof of cows 
or ſheep 

Cockit, cocked 

Gockernony, the gathering 
of a woman's hair when 
it is wrapt or ſnooded up 
with a band or ſnood 

Cod, a pillow 


Coft, bought 


Chiel, a general term, like 


with reſpe&t; as, He's a. 


Chirm, chirp and ſing like 
Chitter, to ſhiver, to gnaſ 


Clank, a ſharp blow or ſtroke | 
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* 
Cog, a pretty large wooden 
diſh the country people 
put their pottage in 
Cogle when a thing moves 
backwards and forwards, 
inclining to fall 
Coodies, a ſmall wooden veſ- 
ſel, uſed by ſome ſor cham- 
ber- pots 
Coof, a ſtupid fellow 
Coor, to cover 
Coot, the ancle 
Cooſer, a ſton'd horſe 
Cooſt, did caſt. Cooſten, 
thrown 
Corby, a raven 


Coſte, ſheltered in a conveni- | 


ent place 

Conter, the coulter of a 
plough 

Cotter, a ſubtenant 

Cowp, to fall; alſo a fall 

Cowp, to change, barter 

Cowp, a company of peo- 
ple; as merry, ſenſeleſs, 
corky cowp + 

Cour, to croutch and creep 

Couth, frank and kind 

Crack. to chat 

Craig, a rock 

Craig, neck 

Cog, a pail 

Creel a baſket 

Creeſh, greeze 

Croil, a crooked dwarf 

Croon or cruve, to mur- 
mur or hum over a ſong. 
The lowing of bulls 

Crouſe, bold 

Crove, a little hutch or 
lodge 

Crove, a cottage 

Crummy , a cow's name 

Cryn. ſhrink or become leſs 
by drying 

Cryned, contracted ſhrunk 


- 
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Cudeigh a bribe, preſcn; 

Culzie, intice or flatter 

Cummers, goſſips 

Cun, to taſte, learn, know 

Cunzie or coonie, coin 
Curn, a ſmall parcel 
Curſche, a kerchief, A l. 
nen creſs, wore by cur 
Highland women 


| Cuddled. uſed kind. and pain- 


ing methods for obtaining 
love and friendſhip 
Cutts, lots. Theſe are ul 
ually made of ſtraws ut- 
equally cut 
Cutty, ſhort 


D 


Das, a proficient 

Dad, to beat one thing #- 
gaioſt another. He fel 
wi! a dad. He dadded 
his head againſt the wall, 
&c, 

Dad a large piece 

Daddy a father 

Daft, fooliſh, and ſomctimes 
wanton 

Daffin, folly, waggery 

Dail or dale, a valley, a pla, 
a ſhare 

Dainty, is uſed as an epithet 
of a fine man or woman 

Dander, wander to and fro, 
or ſaunter 

Dang, did ding, beat, thruſt 
drive. Ding dang, mo- 
ving haſtily one on th: 
back of another 

Danton, affright 

Darn, to hide 

Darna, dare not 

Daſh, to put out of counte 
-Nance 


2 
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Dawty, a fondling, darling. 
To dawt, to cocker, and 
careſs with tenderneſs 

Deary. little dear, a term 
of endearment 

Deave. to ſtun the cars with 
noiſe 

Dees, dairy maids ; 

Deray, merriment, jollity ſo- 
lemnity, tumult, diſorder, , 
noiſe ' 

Dern, ſecret. hidden, lonely ; 

Deval, to deſcend, tall, hur- 

ry, deſiſt 

Dight, checked made ready; 

alto to clean 

Nike, a wall 

Vin, noiſe 

Diana, do not 

Dings, excells 

Dirgie, a funeral feſtival 

Dic'd, weaved in figures like 
dice 

Dirle, a ſmarting pain quick- 
ly over 

Disjoin, breakfaſt 

Dit, to ſtop or cloſe up a 
hole 

Divet, broad turf 

Docken, a dock, (the herb) 

Doilt, confuſed and filly 

Doited, dozed or crazy, as 
in old age 

Doggie, a little dog 

Dole, a large picce, dole or 
ſhare | 

Donk, moiſt 

Donſie affectedly neat. Clean, 
when applied to any little 
perſon 

Doofart, a dull heavy-headed 
fellow 

Dool, pain, grief 

Dorts, a proud pet 

Dorty, proud; not to be ſpoke 


to, conceited, appearing as | 
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diſobliged 

Dofen'd, cold, impotent 

Dought, could, avail d 

Doughty, ſtrong, valiant and 
able 

Douks, dives under water 

Doute, ſolid, grave, prudent 

Dow, to will, to incline, to 
thrive 

Dow, dove 

Dow'd (liquor) that's dead, 
or has loſt the ſpirits ; or 
withered (plant) 

Dowft, mournful, wanting 
vivacity 

121 melancholy, ſad, dole- 
ul 

Downa, dow not; i. e. tho? 
one has the power, he 
wants the heart to it 

Dowp, the arſe, the ſmall 
remains of a candle, the 
bottom of an egg - ſhell. 
Better haſf egg as toom 
dow 

Drammock and crowdie, 
meal kneaded with water 

Draff, brewers grains 

Draggled. draiket ; dirticd, 
beſpattered 

Drant, to ſpeak flow, after a 
ſighing manner 

Dree to ſuffer, endure 


Dreery, weariſome, ſright- 
ful 


| Dreigh, flow, keeping at a 


diſtance, Hence an ill 
payer of his debts, we call 
dreigh. Tedious 

Nribs, drops 

Drie, ſuffer 

Drizel, a little water in a ri- 
vulet, ſcarce appeating te 
run 

Droning, ſitting lazily, or 
moving heavily. Speak» 
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ing with groans ings of ſugh we 

Drouked, * all wet | — _ 

Drowket, drenched, draggled | Ether, an adder 

Dubs, mire | Ethercap, a waſp 

Duds, duddies, rags, tattered | Ettle, to aim, deſign 
garments | { Even'd, compar'd 

Dulſe, ſea-weed Eydent, diligent, laborious. 

Dung, defeat | } 

Dunt, ſtroke or blow | 

Dunty, a doxy F 

Durk, a poignard or daggar 

Dynles, trembles, ſhakes | Fa, a trap, ſuch as is uſed fc: 

Dyvour, a bankrupt. - catching rats or mice 


Fae, a foe, an enemy. 
Fadge, a ſpungy ſort of bread, 


E | in ſhape of a roll 
| Fag, to tire, or turn weary 

Foes, incites, ſtirs up Fail, thick turf, ſuch as are 
Eam, uncle | uſed for building dikes for 
Eard, earth, the ground folds, incloſures, &c. 
Earn, yern Fain, expreſſes earneſt deſire; 
Edge (of a hill) is the fide | as, Fain would I. Alle, 

or top . joyful, tickled with pl:- 
Ee-brie, eye-br | _fure 
Een, eyes Fait, neat, in good order 
Eild, a {| Fairfaw, when we wiſh wel! 
Eildens, of the ſame age to one, that a good or fair 
Eifllin, eaſtern | fate may befal him 
Eith. eaſy. Eithar, eaſier Fang, the talons of a fovel 
Elbuck, elbow . Jo fang, to gtip, or hold 
Elf-ſhot, bewitched, ſhot by | faſt 

fairies Farles, cakes 
Elſon, a ſhocmaker's zwl | Faſn vex or trouble, I. 


Elritch, wild, hideous unin- ſhious, troubieſome 
habited, except by imagi- | Faugh, a colour between 


nary ghoſts white and red. Faugl: 
Elwand, the meaſure of an; riggs. fallow ground 

ell, or yard Fauld, fence, incloſure 
Endlang, along Feck, a part, quantity; ©, 
Erd, earth Maiſt feck, the grecateſt 
Ergh, ſcrupulous, when one number; nae feck, vet; 


makes faint attempts to do few 
* a thirig, without a ſteady Fecklcſs, ſecble, little, and 
reſolution ; weak 
Erſt, time paſt | Feed or fead, feud, hatres, 
Eſtler, bewa tone, Build- |. quarrel 


Feint, che feint a bit, the 
never a bit 

Feinzie, feign 

Fen, ſhift Fending, living 
by induſtry. Make a fen, 
fall upon methods 

Ferlie, wonder 

Fernzier, the laſt or fore- 
run year 

File, to defile or dirty 

Fire-fang'd, burnt 


Fireflaught, a flaſh of light- 


ning 

Fiſtle, to ſtir. A ſtir 

Fitſted, the print of the foot 

Fizzing, whizzing 

Flae-lugged, q. d. he has a 
flea in his car 

Flaſfing, moving up and 
down, raiſing wind by 
motion, as birds with 
their - wings 

Flags, flaſhes, as of wind and 
fire 

Flane, an arrow. 

Flang, flung 

Flaughter, to pare turf from 
the ground 

Flaw, lie or fib 

Fleetch, to cox or flatter 

Fleg, fright 

Flewet, a ſmart blow 

Fley or flie, to affright 

Fleyt, afraid or terrified 

Flighteren, fluttering 

Flinders, ſplinters 

Flit, to remove 

Flite or flyte, to ſcold, chide. 
Flet, did ſcold - 

Flowks, ſoal-fiſh 

Fluſhes, floods 

Fog, moſs 

Foordays, the morning far 
advanced, fair day ght 

Forby, beſides 
Vor, II. 
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Forebears, forefathers, arceſ- 
tors 

Forfairn, abuſed, beſpattered 

Forfaughten, weary, faint, 
and out of breath with 
fighting 

Forgainſt, oppoſite to 

Forgether, to meet, encoun- 
ter 

Forleet, to forſake or forget 

Foreſtam, the forchead 

Fouth, abundance, plenty 

Fow, full, drunk 

Fozy, ſpungy, ſoft 

Frais, to make a noiſe. We 
ule to ſay, One makes a 
frais, when they boaſt, 
wonder, and talk more of 
a matter than it is worthy 
of, or will bear 

Fray buſtle, fighting 

Freik, a fool, light, imper- 
tinent fellow 

Fremit, ſt:ange. not- a- kin 

Friſted, truted 

Fruſh, brittle, like bread bak- 
en with butter 

Fudgle, plump. 

Fudder, 1 28 Ib. put for any 

. large quantity 

Fuff, to blow. Fuffin, blow 
ing 

Furder, preſper 

Furlot, a meaſure, being the 
4th of a boll 

Fur thy, forward 

Fuſh, brought 

Furlet, four pecks 

Fute braid ſawing corn to 
{ow a foot-breadth 

Fyk, to be reſtleſs, uneaſy, 


G 


| Gas, the _ To prat. 
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Gab ſar gaſt 

Gabbing pratting pertly. To 
give ſaucy returns when 
reprimanded 

Gabbocks, large mouthfuls 

Gabby. one of a ready and 
eaſy expreſſion ; the ſame 
with Auld-gabbet 

Gaberlunzie. a beggar's wal- 
let 

Gacd, went 

Gafaw, a hearty loud laugh- 
ter. To gawf, laugh 

Gait, a goat 

Gams. gums 

Gang. go 

Gar, to cauſe, make, or 
force 

Gare, greedy, rapacious car- 
neſt to have a thing 

Gaſh, ſolid, ſagacious. One 
with a long out-chin. we 
call, Gaſh-gabbet, Gaſh- 
beard 

Gate, way 

Gaunt, yawn 

Gawky. idle, ſtaring, idioti- 
cal perſon 

Gawn going 

Gaws, galls 

Gawſy, jolly, buxom 

Gear, wealth, goods 

Geck, to mock, to loath 

Geed or gade, went 

Genty handſome, genteel 

Gerſons, fines paid by te- 
nants | 

Get or brat, a child by way 
of contempt or deriſion 

Ghaiſt, ghoſt 

Gif, if ; 

Giglet, gilflict | 

Gillygacus or gillygapus, a 
ſtaring, gaping fool; a gor- 
mandizer 


Gilpy, a roguiſh boy 


Gimmer, a young ſheep(ewe) 

Gin, if 

Gird, to ſtrike, pierce 

Girdle,an iron-plate for toaſt- 
ing oat-bread 

Girn, to grin, ſnarl; alſo a 
ſnare or trap, fuch as boys 
make of horſe-hair to catch 
birds 

Girth, a hoop 

Glaiks, an idle good-for- no- 
thing fellow. Glaiked, fool- 
iſh, wanton, light. To 
give the glaiks, to beguile 
one, by giving him his la- 
bour for his pains 

Glaiſter, to bawl or bark 

Glamour, faſcination. When 
devils, wizards, or jugglers 
deceive the fight, they arc 
ſaid to caſt glamour over 
the eyes of the ſpectator 

Glar, mire, oozy matter 

Gled, kite 

Glee, to ſquint 

Glee, mirth 

Gleg, ſharp, quick, active 

Glen, a narrow valley be 
tween mountains 

Glengore the foul diſcaſe 

Glib, ſmooth, ſliding 

Gloom, to ſcoul or frown 

Glowming the twilight, or 
evening gloom 

Glowr, to ſtare, look ſtern 

Glunſh, to hang the brow, 
and grumble 

Goolie, a large kmfe 

Gooſhet, the clock of a ſtock- 
in 

Gor lings or gorblings, young 
unfledged birds 

Goſſie, goſſip 

Gove, to look broad and ſted 
faſt, holding up the face 


| Gowans, daiſies 


A - A — 


Gowden, golden 

Gowf, beſides the known 
game, a racket or ſound 
blow on the chops, we 
cail a gowf on the haf- 
fet | 

Grape, a ſtable-rake 

Gutcher, grandfather 

Gouk, the cuckow. In de- 
riſion, we call a thought- 
leſs fellow, and one who 
harps too long on one ſub- 
je, a gowk 

Gowl, a howling, to bellew 
and cry 

Gouſty, ghaſtly, large, waſte, 
deſolate, and frightful 

Grany, grandmother, any old 
woman 

Grane, to groan 

Grape, a trident fork ; alſo 
to grope 

Gravy, ſauce 

Gree, prize, victory 

Green, to long for 

Greet, to weep. Grat, wept 

Grieve, an overſcer 

Grip, to hold faſt 

Groff, groſs, coarſe 

Groats, mill'd oats 

Grouf, to lie flat on the 
belly 

Glounche, 
grudge 

Grutten, wept 

Grit, great 

Gryſe, a pig 

Gumption, good ſenſe 

Gurly, rough, bitter, cold 
(weather) 

Grunzie, ſnout 

Geſened, when the wood of 
any veſſel is ſhrunk with 
dryneſs | | 

Gytlings, young children 

Guſty, ſavoury 


or glunſhe, to 
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Graith, all kinds of inſtru- 
ments 


H. 


Harrer, the check, ſide of 
the head 

Hawick gill, A gill is a mea- 
ſure for ſpirits, containin 
half a pint. A Hawick 
gill is a double gill, ſo 
named from the town of 
Hawick « 

Hoſe, ſtockings 

Halucket, crazy 

Hu&dl»ck, a ſmall fiſh 

Hinny, honey 

Hald, dwelling, tenement 

Holding, hobling 

Haſs-bane, breaſt- bone 

Haf-mark, bridal-band, clan- 
deſtine marriage 

Hap, covering 


Hear tſome, gladſome, plea- 
ſant 


Hawſlock, wool next the 
wind pipe 

Haith, in faith 

Heh! hah! 

Hoffs, lodges 

Hawkies, cows 

Halflin, partly 

Hool, the ſhell 

Hodden-gray, a coarſe gray 
cluth 

Hap, cover 

Herried, plundered 

| Hubbilſchow, confuſion, up- 

roar 

Hide, ſkin 

Heck, a rack 

Hog, a ſheep of two years 
old | 


Hoble ſhoon, clouted ſhoes 


Hagabag, * table linen 
2 
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Haggiſe, a kind of pudding 


made of the lungs and li- 
ver of a ſheep, and boiled 
in the ſtomack bag 

'Hags, hacks, * or 
breaks in moſſy ground 

Hain, to ſave, manage nar- 
rowly 

'Haleſome, wholeſome 

Hale, whole 

Halanſhakers, ragamuſffins 

Hameld, domeſtic 

Hamely, friendly, frank, o- 
pen, kind 

Hanty, convenient, hand- 
ſome 

Harle, drag 

Harns, brains. Harn-pan, 
the ſcull 

Harſhip, ruin 

Hauſe, to embrace 

Haſh, a ſloven 

Haveren or havrel, id. 

Haughs, valleys, or low 
grounds on the ſides of 
rivers 

Heal or heel, health, or 
whole 

Heeryeſtreen, the night be- 
fore yeſternight 

Heez, to lift up a heavy 
thing a little. A heezy 
is 2 good liſt 

Heft, handle 

Heftit, accuſtomed to live in 
a place 


Heght, promiſed ; alſo nam- 
ed f 


Hempy, a tricky wag, ſuch 
for whom the hemp grows, 
Hereir, ruined in eſtate, 


broke, ſpoiled 

FHeſp, a claſp or hack, bar, 
or bolt; alſo, in yarn, a 
certain number of threads 


:Hether-bells, the heath-bloſ 


ſom 

Heugh, a rock or ſteep hill; 
allo a coal-pit 

Hiddils or hidlings, lurking, 
hiding places. To do a 
thing in in hidlings, i. e. 
privately 

—_— to move ſlowly and 

en 

Hirſle, or hirdſale, a flock of 
cattle 

Ho, a ſingle ſtocking 

Hebbleſhew, a confuſed rout, 
noiſe 

Hool, huſk. Hool'd, incloſed 

Hooly, flow 

Hoſt or whoſt, to cough 

How or hu, a cap or roof 
tree 

How, low ground, a hol- 
low 

How! ho! 

Howdered, hidden 

Howdy, . midwife 

Howk, to dig 

Howms, plains, or river 
ſides 


Howt ! fy! 

Howtowdy, a young, hen 

Hurkle, to crouch, or bow 
together like a cat, hedge- 
hog, or hare 

Hurl-barrow, a wheel-bar- 
row 

Hut, a hovel 


Hyt, mad 


J 


Jack, jacket 
Jog, to prick as with a pin 
Jaw, a wave or guſh of wa- 


ter 
Icleſhogles, icicles 


Jee, to incline to one {ide 


Gans bei... G * 


E 


bu has 


F 
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To jee back and fore, i | 
to move like a balance 
up and down, to this 2 

the other ſide | 

Jig, to crack, make a- noiſe 
like a cart-wheel 

Jimp, flender 

Ap, gypſie 

Ik, each. IIka, every 

In-kneed, crook-kneed 

Jow, the toll of a bell 

Ingan, onion 

Ingle, fire 

Jo, ſweetheart 

Jowk, a low bow 

irie, fearful, terrified; as if 
afraid of ſome ghoſt or 
1 Alſo, melan- 

oly 

I'fe, I ſhall 

PI, I will Re. 

Iles, embers 

Junr, a large joint or piece 
of meat 

Jute, ſour or dead liquor 

Jupe, to mock, gibe, taunt 

Hl-far'd, ugly 

Jack, a piece of armour 


S 
K 


KALE or kail, colewort, and 
ſometimes broth 

Racky, to dun 

Kain, a part of a farm- rent 

paid in fowls 


| 
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Keel, red chalk 

Keck, to peep 

Kelt, cloth with a freeze, 

commonly made of na- 

tive black wool 

Kemp, to ſtrive who ſhall 
perform moſt of the ſame 
work in the ſame time 

Ken, to Fnow ; uſed in Eng- 
land as a noun. A thing 
within ken, i. e. within 
vicw 


Kent, a long ſtaff, ſuch as 


ſhepherds uſe for leaping 
over ditches 

Kepp, to catch a thing that 
moves towards one 

Kith, and kin, kindred 

Kieſt, did caſt, Vid. Cooſt, 

Kilted, tuck'd up 

Kimmer, a female goſſip 

Kirn, a ehurn, to churn 

Kiſt, cheſt- 

Kirtle, an upper petticoat 

Kitchen, all ſorts of eatables 
except bread 

Kit, a wooden veſſel, hoop- 
ed and ſtaved 

Kittle, difficult, myſterious, 
obſcure (writings) 

Kittle; to tickle, tickliſh 

Knacky, witty and facetious 

Knoit, to beat or ſtrike ſharp- 
ly 

Knooz'd, buffeted and bruiſ- 
ed 

Knooſt or knuiſt, a large 


Kame, comb 

Kanny, or conny, fortunate; 
alſo wary, one who ma- 
2 his affairs diſcreet- 


y 
Kebbuck, a cheeſe 
8 to laugh, to be noi- 


* 
Kedgy, jovial 


lum 
Know, a hillock 
Knockit, beat, bruiſed 
Knublock, a knob 
Knuckles, only uſed in Scotch 
for the joints of the fin- 
gers next the back of the 
hand 


Kow, goblin, or any perſon, 
P 3 
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one ſtands in awe to diſo- | 
blige, and fears 

Ky, kine or cows 

Kyth, to appear. He'll kyth 
in his ain colours 

Kyte, the belly 

Kurches, a covering for the 
neck 


L 


LAGGERT, beſpattered, co- 
vered with clay 

Laigh, low 

Laith, loath, forry 

Lane, my lane, by myſelf 

Late-wake, a ſort of ſeſti- 
val at watching a corpſe 

Laird, a gentleman of eſtate 

Lack, want 

Lak, or lack, undervalue, 
contemn ; as, He that laks 
my mare, would buy my 
mare 

Landart, the country, or be- 
longing to it. Ruſtic 

Lane, alone 

Langour, languithing, me- 
lancholy. To hold one 
out of langour, i. c. to di- 
vert him 

Lang ſome, tireſome, tedious 

Langkale, coleworts uncut 

Lap, leaped 

Lapper'd, curdled or clot- 
ted 

Lare, a place for laying, or 
that has been lain in 

Lare, bog 

Lair, learning 

Lave, the reſt, or remain- 
der 

Lawin, a tavern reckoning 

Lawland, low country 


Lavrock, the lark 


Lawty, or lawtith, juſtice. 
fidelity, honeſty | 

Leal, true, upright, honeſ:. 
faithſul to truſt, loyal. 4 
leal heart never lied 

Leam, flame 

Lear, learning, to learn 

Lee, untilled ground; alſo, 
an open graſly plain 

Leglen, a milking-pail with 
one lug or handle 

Leman, a lover 

Lemanne, a miſtreſs 

Leugh, laughed 

Lew-warm, lukewarm 

Libbit, gelded 

Lick, to whip or beat; ite, 
a wag or cheat, we call a 
great lick 

Lied, ye lied, ye tell a lie 


ift, the ſky or firmament 


Liggs, lyes 
Lilts, the holes of a wind- 
inſtrument of muſfick ; 
hence, Lilt up a ſpring. 
Lilt it out, take off your 
drink merrily 
Limmer, a whore 
Limp, to halt 
Lin, a cataract 
Ling, quick career in 4 
ſtraight line, to gallop 
Lingle, cord, ſhoemakers 
thread 
Linkan, walking ſpeedily 
Lintwhites, linnets 
Lint-tap, lint on the diſtaff 
Langſyne, long ago 
Let, hinderance 
Lire, breaſts; item, the moſt 
muſcular parts; ſametimes 
the air or complection ol 
the face 
Lirk, a wrinkle or fold 
Liſk, the flank 
Lith, a joint 
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Loan, a little common ncar 
to country villages, where 
they milk their cows. 

Loch, a lake 

Loo, to love, or lue 

Loof, the hollow 
hand 

Looms, tools, inſtruments in 
in genera}, veſſels 

Loot, did let 

Low, flame 

Lowan, flaming 

Lown, calm. 
be ſecret 

Loun, rogue, whore, villain 

Lounder, a ſound blow 

Lout, to bow down, making 
courteſy. To ſtoop 

Luck, to incloſe, ſhut up, 
faſten. Hence Lucken- 

-handed, cloſe-fiſted; Luck- 
en Gouns, Beoths, &c. 

Lucky, grandmuther, or 
goody 

Lug, ear. 
or vellel 

Luggie, a diſh of wood with 
a handle 

Lum, the chimney 

Lure, rather 

Lurdan, lazy fot 

Lyart, hoary or grey hair'd 


of the 


Keep lown, 


Handle of a pot 


M 


Marx, or make, match, e- 
ual 

Maikleſs, matchleſs 

Mailen, a farm 

Makly, ſeemly, well propor- 
tioned 

Makſna, it is no matter 

Maliſon, a curſe, maledic- 
tion 


Mangit, gall'd or bruiſed by | 
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toil or ſtripes 

Manſworn, perjured 

Mantile, a lady's mantle or 
cloak 

Mank, a want 

March or merch, a land- 
mark, border of lands 

Mavis, thruſh 

Marrow, mate, lover 

Muck, dung 

Meikle, much, great 

Mou, mouth 

Monſmeg, a very large an- 
cient piece of ordnance, 
ſo called, which was late- 
ly tranſported from the 
caſtle of Edinburgh to the 
tower of London. It was 
of an enormous bore; and 
if we rightly remember, 
was formed of pieces of 
iron, fitted together length- 
ways, and hooped with 
iron-rings; this being the 
plan of all the firſt pieces 
of artillery, which ſucceed- 
ing the battering engines 
of the ancients, were em- 
ployed, liketheſe, in throw- 
ing ſtones of a prodigious 
weight 

Meal-kail, ſoup with pot- 
herbs and meal 

Mill, a ſnuft-bux 

Mawn, mown 

Mittens, worſted gloves 

Munandy, Monday 

Mottie, ſpotted, defiled 


| Miſluck, misfortunes 


Minnin, minnow 

Marics, waiting-maids 

Maiſter, piſs 

Marrow, mate, fellow, equal, 
comrade 

Maſk, to maſh in brewing. 
Maſking loom, maſh-vat 
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Maun, muſt. Mauna, muſt 
not, may not 

Meikle, much, big, great, 
large 

Meith, limit, mark, ſign 

Mends, fatisfaction, rever ge, 
retaliation. To make a- 
mende, to make a grateſul 
return | 

Menſe, diſcretion, ſobricty, 
good-breeding. Mensfou, 
mannerly 

Menzie, company of men, 
army, aſſembly, one's fol- 
lowers 

Meſſen, a little dog, lap- 
dog 

Mell, a mallet 

Midding, a dunghill 

Midges, gnats, little fties 

Mim, affectedly modeft 

Mint, aim, endeavour 

Mirk, dark 

Milk-ſyth, milk-ſtrainer 

Minny, mother 

Miſcaw, to give names 

Miſchance, misfortune 

Miſken, to neglect, or not 
take notice of one; aiſo, 
let alone 


Miſluſhious, malicious, rough 


Miſters, neceſhties, wants 

Mony, many 

Mools, the earth of the 
grave 

Mool, to crumble. To mool 
in, to partake 

Moup, to cat, generally uſ- 
ed of children, or of old 
people, who have but few 
teeth, and make their lips 
move faſt, though they 
cat but flow 


Mow, a pile or bing, as of 


feuel, hay, ſheaves of corn, 
KC, 


U 
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Mows, jeſts 

Muckle, ſee Meikle 

Murgullied, miſmanaged, a- 
buſed 

Mutch, coif 

Mutchken, an Engliſh pint 


N 


 Nacxy or knacky, clever, 
active in ſmall affairs 
Naſay, denial 
Neeſe, noſe 
Nettle, to fret or vex 
Newfangle, fond of a new 
thing 
| New-mawn, new-mow'd 
Nevel, a ſound blow with 
the fiſt 
Nick, to bite or cheat. 
Nicked, cheated : alſo, as 
a cant word to drink hear:- 
ily ; as, He nicks fine. 
Nieſt, next 
| Niffer, to exchange or bar- 
ter 
Niffnafan, trifling 
Nignays, trifles 
Nips, bits 
Nither, to ſtraiten. Nither- 
ed, hungered, or halt- 
ſtarved in maintenance 
Nive, the fiſt 
Nivefow, a handful 
Nock, notch or nick of an 
arrow or ſpindle 
Noit, ſee Knoit 
Nook, corner 
Ner, than 
Nowt, cows, kine 
Non ther, ucither 
Nuckle, new calv'd (cows} 
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harm or bad deſigns 
Pearlings, lace of thread 
O Peck, the 16th of a boll 
Peer, a key or wharf 
Or, a grandchild { Peets, turf for fire 
5 O'er or ower, too much ; as, | Pegh, to pant 
| A' o'ers is vice, All ex- Penſand, thinking 
ceſs is vicious Penfy, finical, foppiſh, con- 
O'ercome, ſuperplus ceited 
O'erput, to overcome Perfyte, perſect 
Ony, any Perquyre, by heart 


Or, ſometimes uſed for ec'er, | Pett, a favourite, a fordling- 
or before. Or day, i. . To pettle, to dandle, feed, 


before day- break cheriſh, flatter, Hence, to 
Ora, any thing over what's take the pett, is to be pee- 

needful viſh or ſullen, as commen- 
Orp, to weep with a con- ly petts are when in the 

vulſive pant leait diſobliged 
Oughtlens, in the leaſt Pettled, fondled, pampered 
Owk, week Pibroughs, ſuch Highland 
Ourlay, a cravat tunes as are played on bag- 
Owſen, oxen pipes before them when 
Owther, either they go out to battle 
Oxter, the arm-pit Pig, an earthern pitcher 


Pike, to pick out, or chooſe 
Pillar, the ſtool of repent- 


P: ance 
Pimpin, pimping, mean, ſcur- 
Nack, caſter vy 
Paddock, a frog Pine, pain, or pining 
Paddock-ride, the ſpawn of | Pingle, to contend, ſtrive, or 
froęs work hard 
Padel}, a ſhovel Pirn, the ſpool or quill with- 


Paiks, chaſtiſement. To paik, in the ſhuttle, which re- 
to beat or belabour one] ceives the yarn. Pirny, 
ſoundly (cloth) or a web of une 

Pang, to ſqueeze, preſs, or| qual threads or colours 
pack one thing into an-] ſtripped 


other Pith, ſtrength, might, force 
Pap, breaſt. Take the pap, Plack, two bodles, or the 
ta? the breaſt third of a penny Engliſh 
Partans, crab-fiſh Plaid, ſtripped, woolen ca 
Paughty, proud, haughty vering 
Paunches, tripe Pleen, complain 


Pawky, witty, or fly in word | Pleugh, plow ; 
or action, without any W pimplel 


5 
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Poortith, poverty 


Pople or paple, the bubbling, | 
purling, or boiling up of 


water 

Porridge, pottage 

Pouch, a pocket 

Pow, ſkull 

Powny, a little horſe or gal- 
loway ; alſo, a turky 

Powſowdie, ram-head ſoup 

Pratick, practice, art, ſt ra- 
tagem. Priving pratick, 
trying ridiculous experi- 
ments 

Prets, tricks, roguerics. We 
ſay, He plaid me à pret, 
i. e. cheated. The cal- 
Jan's fou o' prets, 1. e. 
has abundance of waggiſh 
tricks 

Prig, to cheapen, or impor- 
tune for a lower price of 
goods one is buying 

Prin, a pin 

Prive, prie, to prove or taſte 

Propine, gift or preſent 

Pryme, or prime, to fill or 
ſtuff 

Putt a ſtane, throw a big 
ſtone 


<Q 
Quar, quit 
Quey, a young cow. 
Quhittil, knife 

R 


RAckrr, blow, box on the 
car 


Rackleſs, careleſs; one who |. 


does things without re- 


garding whether. they be 


 Rifarts, raddiſhes 


good or bad, we call him 
Rackleſs handed 

Rae, a roe 

Raffan, merry roving, hear- 


ty 

Raird, a loud ſound 

Rair, roar 

Rak or rook, a miſt or ſog 

Rampage, to ſpeak and acc 
furiouſly 

Ranting, rouſing, jolly 

Rape, rope 

Raſhes, ruſhes 

Ratch, hound 

Rave, did rive or tear 

Raught, reached 

Rax, to ſtretch, Rax'd, reach- 
ed 

Ream, cream. Whence ream- 
ing ; as, reaming liquor 

Red up, dreſs adjuſted 

Red-wood, mad, furious 

Redd, to rid, unravel To 
ſeparate folks that are 
fighting. It alſo ſignifics 
clearing of any paſſage. 
I'm redd, I'm apprehen- 
five 

Rede, counſel, advice; as I 
wad na rede ye do that 

Reck, reach; alſo, ſmoke 

Reeſt, to ruſt, or dry in the 
ſmoke 

Reft, bereft, robbed, forced 
or carried away 

Reif, rapine, robbery 

Reik or rink, a courſe or 
race 

Reveled, entangled 

Rever, a robber or pirate 

Rew, to repent. 

Rewth, pity 

Rice or riſe, bulruſhes, bram- 


trees. 


ble-branches, or twigs ol 


b 
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Rife or ryſe, plenty 

Riſt, to belch 

Rigs, ridges 

Rigging, the back or rig- 

ack, the top or ridge of 

a houſe 

Ripples, a weakneſs in the 
back and reins 

Ripling-kame, a comb for 
dreſling flax 

Rive, to rend, ſplit, or burſt 

Rock, a diſtaff 

Rood, the croſs 

Rooſe or ruſe, to commend, 
extol 

Roove, to rivet 

Rottan, a rat 

Roudes, a term of reproach 
for an old woman 

Roundel, a witty, and often 
a ſatyric kind of rhime 

Rowan, rolling 

Rowited, grown ſtiff, or ruſty 

Rowt, to roar, eſpecially 
the lowing of bulls and 
Cows 

Rowth, plenty 

Ruck, a rick or ſtack of hay 
Or corns 

Rude, the red taint of the 
completion 

Ruefu, doleful 

Ring, to pull, take away by 
force 

Rumple, the rump 

Rungs, ſmall boughs of trees, 
lopped off 

Runkel, a wrinkle 

' Runkle, to rutfle 


8 


SAEBEINS, ſceing it is, ſince 
Saukleſs, guiltleſs, free, for- 
ſaken, friendleſs 
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Sall, ſhall. 
ſhould 

Samen, the ſame 

Sand-blind, pur-blind, ſhort- 
ſighted 

Sappy, moiſt, liquoriſh 

Sark, a ſhirt 

Saugh, a willow or fallow» 

tree 

Saw, an old ſay ing, or pro 
verbial expreſſion 

Scad, ſcald 

Scant, ſcarce, ſmall. Scan- 
ty tocher, ſmall portion 

Scar, the bare places on the 
ſides of hills waſhed down 
with rain 

Scart, to ſcratch 

Scawp, a bare dry piece ot 
ſtony ground 

Scon, acake of bread 

Scouling, frowning 

Scowp, to Icap or move haſ- 
tily from one place to au- 
other 

Scowth, room, freedom 

Scrimp, narrow, ſtraitened, 
little 

Scroggs, ſhrubs, thorns, thri- 
ers 

Scroggy, thorny 

Scuds, ale. A late name gt» 
ven it by the hendors 

Scunner, to loath 

Sell, ſelf 

Serf, vaſſal, ſervant 

Seuch, furruw, ditch 

Sey, try. 

Seybow, a young, onion. 

Shaggy, crooked, wry 

Shan, pitifu!, filly, poor” 

Shanks, limbs 

Shanks-naigic, on foot 

Sharn, cow's dung 

Shave, a ſlice 

Shaw, a wood or fore 
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Shawl, ſhallow 

Shawn, ſhewn 

Shawps, empty huſks 

Sheen, ſhining 

Shield, a ſhed 

Shill, ſhrill, having a ſharp 
ſound 

Shin, the ancle 

Shire, clear, thin. We call 
thin cloth, or clear liquor, 
ſhire ; alſo, a clever wag, 
a ſhire lick 

Shog, to wag, ſhake, or jog 
backwards and forwards 

Shool, ſhovel 

Shoon, ſhoes 

Shore, to threaten, to cut 

Shottle, a drawer 

Sib, a-kin 

Sic, ſuch 

Sicken, ſuch 

Sicker, firm, ſecure 

Sike, a rill or rivulet, com- 
monly dry in ſummer 

Siller, ſilver 

Sindle or ſinle, ſeldom 

Singit, ſinged 

Sinſyne, ſince that time, Lang 
ſynſyne, long ago 

Skaill, to ſcatter 

Skair, ſhare 

Skaith, hurt, damage 

Skeigh, ſkittiſh 

Skelf. ſhelf 

Skelp, to run. Uſed when 
one runs barefoot. Alſo, 
a ſmall ſplinter of wood. 
Ttem, 'To flog the hips 

Skiff, to move ſmoothly away 

Skink, a kind of ſtrong broth, 
made of cows hams or 
knuckles ; alſo, to fill drink 
in a cup 

Skip, leap 

Skipper, pilot 


Lrl, to ſhriek or cry with | 


a ſhrill voice 

Sklate, flate. Skailie is a fine 
blue ſlate ; 

Skowrie, ragged, naſty, idle 

Skreed, a rent 

Skybauld, a tatterdemalion 

Skyt, fly out haſtily 

Slade or flaid, did flide mov- 
ed, or made a thing move 
caſily 

Slap or flak, a gap or nar- 
row paſs between twe hills. 
Slap, a breach ina wall 

Slavering, drivelling or flob- 
bering 

Sled, ſledge 

Slee, fly 

Sleek, ſmooth 

Slcet, a ſhower of halſ-melt- 
ed ſnow 

Slerg, to bedawb or plaiſter 

Slid, ſmooth, cunning, flip- 
pery; as, He's a ſlid lown. 

Slippy, flippery 

Slippery, ſleepy 

Slonk, a mire, ditch, or 
flough ; to wade throw a 
mire 


Slote, a bar or bolt for « 


door 

Slough, huſk or coat 

Smaik, a ſilly little pitiful 
fellow; the ſame with 
ſmatchet 

Smirky, ſmiling 

Smittle, inſectious or catch · 
in 

Smoor, to ſmother 

Snack, nimble, ready, cle- 
ver | | 

Snaw-ba's, jokes, ſarcaſms 

Sneeſt, an air of diſdain 

Sned. to cut 

Sneer, to laugh in deriſion 

Sneg, to cut; as ſnegg'd off 
at the web's end 


1 
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Snell, ſharp, ſmarting, bit- | 


ter, ſirm 

Snib, ſnub, check, or reprove, 
correct 

Snifter, to ſnuff or breathe 
through the noſe a little 
ſtopt 

Snod, metaphorically ufed 
for neat, handſome, tight 

Snood, the band ſor tying up 
a woman's hair 

Snool, to diſpirit by chid- 
ing, hard labour, and the 
like; allo, a pitiful grove- 
ling ſlave 

Scoove, to whit] round 

Snotter, ſnot 

Snout, noſe 

Snurl, to ruffle, wrinkle 

Snut, to curle the noſe in 
diſdain 

Sod, a thick turf 

Sonſy, happy, 
lucky : ſometimes 
for large and luſty 

Sore, ſorrel, reddiſh-colour- 
ed 

Sorn, to ſpunge 

Sols, the noiſe that a thing 
makes when it falls to the 
ground 

Sough, the ſound of wind a- 
mongſt trees; or of one 
ſleeping 

Sowens, flummery, or oat- 
meal ſow 'r& amongſt wa- 
ter for ſome time, then 
boiled to a conſiſtency, 
and eaten with milk or 
butter 

Sowf, to conn over a tune on 
an inſtrument 

Sowm, a ſcore of ſheep 

Spac, to foretel or divine. 
Spaemen, prophets, au- 
gurs 


fortunate, 
uled 


| Spain, 
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to wean from the 
breaſt 

Spait, a torrent, flood, or in- 
undaiion 

Spaldings, ſmall fiſh dried and 
ſalted 

Spang, a jump; to leap ot 
um 

Spaul, ſhoulder, arm 

Speel, to climb 

Speer, to aſk, inquire 

Spelder, to ſplit, ſtretch, 
draw aſunder 

Spence, the place of the houſe 
where proviſions are kept 

Spice, pride 

Spill, to ſpoil, abuſe 

Spindle and whorle, inſtru- 
ments pertaining to a diſ- 
taff 

Spooke, fpoil, booty, plun- 
der 

Spraings, ſtripes of different 
colours 

Spring, a tune on a muſical 
inſtrament 

Spruſh, ſpruce 

Spruttl'd, ſpeckled, ſpottcd 

Spung, purſe 

Spung, tinder 

Spurtle, a flat iron for turn- 
ing cakes 

Staig, a young horfe 

Stalwart, ſtrong and valiant 

Stang, did ſting ; alfo, a ſting 
or pole 

Stank, a pool of ſtanding 
water 

Sow-libber, ſow-gelder 

Stark, ſtrong, robuſt 

Starns, the ſtars. Starn, a 
ſmall moiety. We fay, 
Ne'er a ſtarn : 

Stay; ſteep; as, Set a ſtour 
heart to a ſtay brace 


Steek, to ſhut, cloſe 
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Stegh, to cram 

Stend, or ſten, to move with 
a haſty long pace 

Stent, to ſtretch or extend, 
to tax 

Stick out, juts out 

Stipend, a benefice 

Stint, to confine 

Stirk, a ſteer or bullock ' 

Stoit or ſtot, to rebound or 
reflect 

Stoar, rough, horſe 

Stool, a ſeat. The ſtool of 
repentance is a conſpicu- 
ous ſeat in the Preſby- 
terian churches, where 
thoſe perſons who have 
been guilty of inconti- 
nence are obliged to ap- 
pear before the congre- 
gation for ſeveral ſucceſ- 
five ſundays, and receive 
a public rebuke from the 
miniſter 

Stou, to cut or crop. A ſtou, 
a large cut or piece 

Stound, a ſmarting pain or 
ſtitch 

Stoup, a can 

Soup, a drop, a quantity li- 
quid 

Stour, duſt agitated by winds, 
men, or horſe feet. To 
ſtour, to run quickly 

Stowth, ſtealth 

Strapan, clever, tall. hand- 
ſome 

Strath, a plain on a river- 
ſide 

Streek, to ſtretch 

Striddle, to ſtride ; applied 
commonly to one that's 
little 

Strinkle, to ſprinkle or ſtraw 


Stroot, or ſtrut, ſtuff d. full, 


GLOSSAR. 


di unk 

Strunt, a pet. To take the 
ſtrunt, to be petted or out 
of humour 

Studdy, an anvil, or ſmith's 
ſtithy 

Sturdy, giddy-headed ; item, 
ſtrong 

Sture or ſtoor, ſtiff, ſtrong, 
hoarſe 

Sturt, trouble, diſturbance, 
vexation 

Stym, a blink, or a little ſight, 
of a thing 

Suddle, to ſully or defile 

Sumph, blockhead 

Sunkan, ſplenetie 

Sunkots, fomething 

Sutcr, ſhoemaker 

Swaird, the ſurface of the 


graſs 


| Swak, to throw, caſt with 


force 
Swankies, clever young fel- 
lows 
Swarf, to ſwoon away 
Swap, to exchange 
Swaſh, ſquat, fuddled 
Swatch, a pattern 
Swats, ſmall ale 
Swecht, burden, 
force 
Sweer, lazy, flow 
Sweeties, confections 
Swelt, ſuffocated, choaked to 
death 
Swith, begone quickly 
Swinger, ſtout wencher 


weight, 


Swither, to be doubtſul 
whether to do this or 
that 


Sybows, a ſpecies of ſmall 
onions 
Syne, afterwards, then. 
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'T 


TACKEL, an arrow 

Taid, toad 

Tane, taken 

Tane, the one 

Taiken, token 

Tangles, ſea-weed 

Tap, a head. Such a quan- 
tity of lint as ſpinſters put 
upon the diltaff, is called a 
Lint-tap 

Tape, to uſe any thing ſpar- 
ingly 

Tappit-hen, the Scotch quart 
ſtoup 

Tarrow, to refuſe what we 
love, from a creſs hu» 
mour 


Tartan, croſs ſtripped ſtuff 


of various colours, check- 
ered, 'The Highland plaid 

Taſs, a little dram-cup 

Tate, a ſmall lock of hair, 
or any little quantity of 
woo), cotton, &c. 

Taunt, to mock 

Tawpy, a fooliſh wench 

Taz, a whip or ſcorge 

Ted, to ſcatter, {ſpread 

Tee, a little earth, on which 
gameſters ar the gowt ſet 
their balls before they 
ſtrike them off 

Teen or Tynd, anger, rage, 
ſorrow 

Tenſome, the number of 
ten 

Tent, attention. 'Tenty, cau- 
tious 

Teugh, tough 

Thack, thatch, 
thatcher 


Thae, thoſe 


'Thacker, 


Tharms, ſmall tripes 

Theek, to thatch 

'Thir, theſe 

Thirled, bound, engaged 

Thole, to endure, ſuffer 

Thouſe, thou ſhalt 

Thow, thaw 

Thowleſs, unactive, ſilly, la- 
25, heavy 

Thraw-crook, a crooked ſtick 
for twiſting hay or ſtraw 
ropes 

Thrawart, froward, croſs, 
crabbed 

Thrawin, ſtern and croſs 
grained 


Threep, to aver, alledge, 


urge, and affirm boldly 

Thud, a blaſt, blow, ſtorm, 
or the violent ſound of 
theſe. Cry'd, hey at ilka 
thud ; i. e. gave a groan 
at every blow 

Tid, tide or time; proper 
time; as, He took the 
tid 

Tift, good order, health 

Tight, neat 

Tine, to loſe. Tint, loſt 

Tike, dog 

Tinkler, tinker 

'Tinſel, loſs 

Tip. or tippony, ale fold for 
2 d. the Scotch pint 

Tirl at the pin, rap with the 
knocker 

Tir] or tir, to uncover a 
houſe, or undreſs a per- 
ſon ; ſtrip one naked. 
Sometimes a ſhort action 
is named a Tirle; as, 
They took a tirle of danc 
ing, drinking, &c. 

Titty, ſiſter 

Tocher, portion, dowry 

Tod, a fox. 
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Todling, reeling, tottering 

Tooly, to fight. A fight or 
quarrel 

Toom, empty ; applied to 
a barrel, purſe, houſe, &c. 
Item, to empty 

Toſh, tight, neat 

'Tovy, warm, pleaſant, half 
fuddled 

'To the fore, in being, alive, 
unconſumed 

Touſe or touzle, to rumple, 
teaze ä 

Tout, the ſound of a horn or 


trumpet 

Tow, a rope. A Tyburn 
neck-lace, or St. Johnſtoun 
ribband | 


Towmond, a year or twelve- 
month 

Frewes, hoſe and breeches all 
of a piece 

Trig, neat, handſome 

Troke, exchange 

Frue, ta true, truſt, believe; 
as, True ye ſac? or, Love 
gars me true ye 

Trencher, wooden platter 

Tryſt, appointment 

Twin, to part with, to ſepa- 
rate from 

Twitch, touch 

'Fwinters, ſheep of two year's 
old 

Tydie, plump, fat, lucky 

Tynd, vide Teen 

Tyſt, to entice, ſtir up, al- 
lure 


U 


Ucs, to deteſt,. hate, nau- 
ſeate 

Ugſome, hateful, nauſeous, 
horrible 


GLOSSARY, 


Umwhile, the late, or de- 
ceaſed, ſome time ago, 
Of old 

Undocht or wandocht, a ſil- 
ly, weak perſon 

Uneith, not eaſy 

Ungeard, naked, not clad, 
unharneſſed 

Unko, or unco, uncouth, 
ſtrange 

Unlooſome, unlovely 


Vougy, cle vated, proud. That 
boaſts or brags of any 
thing 


W 


Wap or wed, pledge, wa- 
ger, pawn ; alſo, would 

Waff, wandering by itſclf 

Wak, moiſt, wet 

Wakrife, wakeful 

Walladay ! alas! welloday ! 


wale, i. e. the beſt 
Wallets, bags 
Wallop, tomove ſwiftly, wit! 
much agitation 


Wally, choſen, beautiful, 
large. A bonny wally, i. . 
a ſine thing 

Wame, womb 


Wamill, ſtomach turns 

Wandought, want of dougit, 
impotent 

Wancaſe, uneaſineſs 


of grace 
Wap, a ſudden ſtroke 
War, worſe 
Ware, goods, to ſpend 
Warlock, wizard 
Wat or wit, to know 


| 


Waught, a large draught 


Wale, to pick and chuſe, The 


Wangrace, wickedneſs, wan: 
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Waughts, drinks largely 

Wearifu', woeful 

Wee, little; as, A wanton 
wee thing 

Wean or wee ane, a child 

Ween, thought, imagined, 
ſuppoſed 

Weer, to ſtop or oppoſe 

Weir, war 

Weird, fate or deſtiny 

Weit, rain 

Werſh, inſipid, wallowiſh, 
wanting falt 

Weſtlin, weſtern 

Whang, a large portion of 
any thin 

Whauk, as Fl beat, flog 

Whid, to fly quickly, A 
whid is a haſty flight 

Whilk, which 

Whilly, to cheat. Whilly- 
wha, a cheat | 

Whinging, whining, fpeak- 
ing with a doleful tone 

Whinger, hanger 

Whins, furze 


Whiſht, huſht. Hold your 


pooes 
Whiſk, to pull out haſtily 
Whomilt, turned upſide down 


Wight, ſtout, clever, active, 


item, a man or perton 
Wilks, perriwinkles 


Wimpling, a turning back- 
ward and forward, wind- 


ing like the meanders of a 
river 
Win or won, to reſide, 
dwell 
Winna, will not 
Winnocks, windows 
Winſom, gaining, deſirable, 
agreeable, complete, large; 
we ſay, My winſome love 
Wirrykow, a bugbear 
Wilent, parched, dry, wi- 


thered 

Wiſtle, to exchange (money) 

Witherſhins, croſs motion, or 
againſt the ſun 

Won, to reſide, to dwell 

Woo or W, Wool; as in the 
whimof making five words 
out of four letters, thus, 
2, a, e, 20; (i. e.) Is it all 
one wool 

Wood, mad 

Woody, the gallows 

Wordy, worthy 

Wow ! ſtrange! wonder- 


tom 

Wreaths (of ſnow), when 
heaps of it are blown to- 
gether by the wind 

Vyling, inclining. To wyſe, 
to lead, train 

Wyſon, the gullet 

Wyte, to blame. Blame 


* 


VAurn, to bark, or make 
a noiſe like little dogs 

Yap, hungry, having a 
longing deſire for any 
thing 

Yamers, a cry of fowls, as, 
ca, ca 

Yealtou, yea wilt thou 

Yed, to contend, wrangle 

Yeld, barren, as a cow that 
gives no milk 

Yerk, to do any thing with 


celerity 


| Yerd, earth 


Yeſk, the hiccup 


Yett, gate 
| Yeſtreen, yeſternight 
Lied, went 
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Youdith, youthfulneſs 
Yowden, wearied 
Yowls, howlings, ſcreams 


Yowf, a ſwinging blow 
Yuke, the itch 
Yule, Chriſtmas 


on Mt Mm» > EMS Er Da 


A 
A 


A oor zule, when the wind blew cule, 1 


As Bothwell was walking, - 3 
As it fell out on a long ſummer's day 8 
As I was walking all alone - "IE 
A' the boys of merry Linkim - I 
A better mafon than Lammikin, = 3 
Awake my love with genial ray, — 
As I came in by Tiviot Side, " 
Adieu ye ſtreams that ſmoothly glide, 1 
Ah Chloris could I now but fit, 3 
Ah the ſhepherd's mournful fate, A 
Adieu for a while my native green plains, 1 
As walking forth to view the plain, 
As Sylvia in a foreſt lay, 1 
As from a rock paſt all relief, — 71 
At Polwart on the green, - I 
A laſs that was laden'd with care, 2 
Alas, when charming Sylvia's gone, 2 
At ſetting day and riſing morn, —<- 2 
As o'er the mountain's grafly ſide, 2 
As I was a walking ae May morning, 2 


A Southland Jenny that was right bonny, 2 
As I came in by Fitherraw, . 2 
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145 
156 
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203 
246 
271 
259 
294 


295 
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326 
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3 


129 
132 
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2 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 
2 


As Pattie came up frae the glen; 

Auld Rob Morris that wins in yon glen, 
Although I be but a country laſs, 

A cock laird fu? cadgie, - 

As I walked by myſelf, I ſaid to myſelf, 
As I ſat at my ſpinning wheel, - 

A laddie and a laſſie, - - 
An' I'll awa' to bonny Tweedſide, 

Alas my ſon you little know, - 

As Jamie gay gaed blythe his way, 

A friend of mine came here yeſtreen, 
As I went over yon meadow, - 
And a' that e'er my Jenny had, - 
As J gaed to the well at e'en - 
And fare ye well my auld wife, 
As gentle turtle dove, - 

And ye fall walk in ſilk attire, - 


B 


Balow my boy ly till and ſleep, I 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 1 
Beneath a green ſhade a lovely young 


ſwain, - - - I 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 1 
Beſly's beauties ſhine ſae bright, 1 
By ſmooth winding Tay, - I 
Bleſt as th? immortal gods is he, I 
Blythe Jockie young and gay, - I 
Bright Cynthia's power divinely great, 1 


P>g. 
146 
157 
169 
173 
189 
204 
215 
236 
231 
246 
259 
270 
273 
287 
289 
295 
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111 


261 
262 
266 


393 
312 
313 
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By a murmuring ſtream, - 


Beneath a green ſhade I fand a fair maid, 


By Pinky houſe oft let me walk, 
Beneath a beech's grateful ſhade, 


By the delicious warmnefs of thy mouth, 


Blyth, blyth, blyth was ſhe, - 
But are you ſure the news 1s true, 
Blyth young Beſs to Jean did ſay, 
Braw braw lads of Galla water, 
Bonnie laſſie will ye go, - 


C 


.Clavers and his Highlandmen, - 
Clerk Colvill and his luſty dame, - 
Come gie's a lang, the lady cry'd, | 
Come carles a' of fumler's ha', 

Cauld be the rebel's caſt, - 
Cauld kail in Aberdeen, - - 
Come let's hze mair wine in, . 

27 Wl Ezuld kail in Aberdeen, - n 
11 Come haſte to the wedding, — 


8 D 


Dumbarton drums beat n 
Deil take the wars, - - 
113 Dear Roger if your Jenny TOR - 


Val. 
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Down in yon meadow a couple did tarry, 2 


358 INDEX. 
Vol. 
Donald Couper and his man, - 2 
Down the burn and thro? the mead, 2 
E 


Earl Douglas, than wham never knicht, 1 


F 


Frae Dunidier as I came throuch, 

From Spey to the border was peace ard 
good order, - „ 

Falſe Sir John a wooing came, - 

For ever Fortune wilt thou prove, 

Farewell to Lochaber, — 

For the ſake of gold ſhe has left me, 

From Roſlin Caſtle's echoing walls, 

Fye let us a' to the bridal, — 

For the ſake of ſomebody, - 


G 


Gil Morrice was an Erle's ſon, - 
God proſper long our noble king, 
Gilderoy was a bonny boy, - 
Graith my ſwifteſt ſteid ſaid Livingſton, 
Gre me a laſs wi' a lump of land, 


I 
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Vo! 1 


Gin I had a wee houſe and a canty wee 


fire, - - 4 
Gin ye meet a bonny laſſie, . 
Gae to the ky wi' me, Johny, . 
Gie my love broſe, broſe. 4 


Gin living worth could win my heart, 


H 


How- blyth ilk morn was I to ſee, 
Hear me ye nymphs and every ſwain, 
How ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green, 
How happy 1s the rural clown, - 
Happy's the love that meets return, 
Her ſheep had in cluſters, - 
How can I be blyth or glad, - 
Honeſt man John Ochiltree, - 
Harken and I will tell you how, 
Herſel pe Highland Shentleman, 


How ſhall I be fad when a huſhand I hae, 


Have you any pots or pans to mend, 
Here awa, there awa, here awa Willie, 


Hey how Johny lad, - 1 

How lang have I a batchelor been, 

How bleſt has my time been, — 
1 

It fell about the Martimas, — 


It was in and about the Martimas time, 


2 
2 
2 
2 
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It was on an ev'ning ſae ſaft and fac 
clear, - - - I 

I've ſpent my time in rioting, - I 

In the garb of old Gaul, - - I 

I weird, I weird, hard hearted lord, I 

I dream'd a dreary dream laft night, I 

It fell in and about the Lammas time, 1 

I'll wager, I'll wager, I'll wager with 
you, - . - 

I with I were where Helen lies, 

I've ſeen the ſmiling, — - 

I will awa? wi' my love, - 

Ir was 1n the ſeaſon of the year, 

I had a heart but now I heartleſs gae, 

In April when primroſes, - 

I yield dear laſſie, ye have won, 

In ancient times, as ſongs rehearſe, 

It fell about the Martinmas time, 

I rade to London yeſterday, Y 

I 100'd ne'er a laddie but ane, - 

In January laſt, = i 

Jocky he came here to woo, — 

I'll go to the Green-wood, - 

I was anes a weel tocher'd laſs, — 

I thought it ance a loneſome life, 

In Scotland there liv'd a humble beggar, 

I ha'e lain three herrings a' ſa't, 


I'll trip upon trenchers, _ 
In winter when the rain rain'd cauld, 
I hae a green purſe, - 8 
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Jocky met with Jenny fair, A 


EE 


INDEX. 


In Auchtermuchty there dwalt ane man, 


I chanc'd to meet an airy blade s 
I've been courting a laſs, - 

I had a horſe, and I had nae mair, 
John come kiſs me now, now, now, 
I wiſh that you were dead, goodman, 
Jocky ſaid to Jenny, - 

I am a poor filly auld man, - 
In ſummer I maw'd my meadows, 

I bought my woman and my wife, 

I winna marry ony man, « 


K 


Keep ye weel frac Sir John Malcolm, 
Keep the country bonny laſſie, - 


L 


Lord Thomas and fair Annet, - 
Little wat ye wha's coming, 6 
Liv'd ance twa luvers in yon dale, 
Love's goddeſs in a myrtle grove, 


Lo quhat it is to lufee, 3 


Leander on the bay, - 


Leave kindred and friends ſweet Betty, 


Look where my dear Hamilla ſmiles, 
Love never more ſhall give me pain, 
Lizie Baillie's to Gartaſtane gane, 
Vox. II. x + BÞ 
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362 INDEX. 


Vol. 
Let's be jovial, fill our glaſſes, 2 _ 
Late in an evening forth I went, 2 155 
Laſſie lend me your braw hemp heckle, 2 161 
Look up to Pentland's tow'ring tops, 2 179 
Logan waters, Logan braes, — 2 190 
Let meaner beauties uſe their art, 2 293 


M 
March, march, march, - 176 
My ſheep I negleted, - - 229 
My Patie is a lover gay, - 276 


My love was once a bonny lad, - 
My dear and only love I pray, 

My dear and only love, take heed, 
My ſoger laddie is over the ſea, - 
My Peggy 1s a young thing, - 
My love has built a bonny ſhip, 
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My Jocky blyth, for what thou'ſt done, 
My daddy is a canker'd carle, . 108 
Merry may the maid. be, = 115 6 
My love was born in Aberdeen, 131 ( 
My wife's a wanton wee thing, 192 0 
My ſweeteſt May let love incline thee, 200 ( 
My Jeany and I have toil'd, - 219 0 
My mither's ay glowran o' er me 229 0 
My name is Argyle; you may think it 0 
ſtrange, - — „ C 
My mither ſent me to the wel, 2 277 . 


My Jocky is a benny lad. 2 


INDEX. 
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Now fpring begins her ſmiling round, 


No more my ſong ſhall be ye ſwains, 
Now Phoebus advances on high, 
Nancy's to the Green wood gane, 
Now wat ye wha I met yeſtreen, 


O 


O liſten gude people to my tale, 
Of all the Scottith northern chiefs, 
On July ſeventh, the ſuthe to ſay, 
On yonder hill a caſtle ſtands, - 
O waly, waly up the bank, - 
O wha will ſhoe thy bonny feet 
Oh! how could I venture to luve, 
Oh ! ſpare that dreadful thought, 
Oh I hae loſt my filken ſnood, 

O Beſly Bell and Mary Gray, 
Once more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 


On Whitſunday morning, : 

On Ettrick banks in a ſummer's night, 
O come awa, come awa, - 

O had awa?, had awa', - - 


O Bell, thy looks hae kill'd my heart, 
One day I heard Mary ſay, - 
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O Mary, thy graces and glances, 


Volt, fag. 


2 


O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to 


O gin my love were yon red roſe, 
O ſend Lewis Gordon hame, 

O laſſie art thou ſleeping yet, 

O will you hae a tartan plaid, 
Our guidman came hame at e'en, 
O ſaw ye Johnny coming quo? ſhe, 
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O whar did ye get that hauver meal ban- 


O Jeany, whar haſt thou been, 
O Mither dear I 'gin to fear, 
Old King Coul was a jollie old ſoul, 
O dear Peggy, love's beguiling, 
O this is my departing time, 
O as I was kiſt yeſtreen, 
Our king he has a ſecret to tell, 
O ſteer her up and had her gawin, 
O wha's that at my chamber door, 
O ſaw ye my father, or'ſaw ye my mither, 
O leeze me on your curly pow, 
O have I burnt or have I ſlain, 
O were I able to rehearſe, 
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Pain'd with her ſlighting Jamie's love, 1 
Peggy now the king's come, 
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Return, return, ye men of bluid, 
Robin is my only joe, - - 
Roy's wife of Aldevalloch, - 
Rob's Jock came to woo our Jennie, 


8 


Srately ſtapt he eaſt the ha, - 

Some ſpeiks of lords, ſum ſpeaks of lairds, 

Shrilly ſhriek'd the raging wind, ey 

Sound, ſound the muſic, ſound it, 

Saw ye the thane o' meikle pride, 

She's prick'd herſell and prin'd herſell, 

Shou'd auld acquaintance be forgot, 

Stern winter has left us, the trees are in 
bloom, - - - 

Saw ye nae my Peggy, 3 S 

Speik on, ſpeik thus, and ſtill my grief, 

Sweet Annie frae the ſea-beach came, 

Saw ye my wee thing, ſaw ye my ain 
thing, - - 

Saw ye Jenny Nettles, - 

Sweet Cir for your courteſie, - 


Some ſay that Kiſſing's a fin, 
Q3 
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Simon Brodie had a cow, - 2 
Sweet Nelly my heart's delight. 2 
+ q 


The king fits in Dumfermling town, 1 
There were twa ſiſters liv'd in a bouir 1 
Thy braes were bonny, Yarrow ſtream, 1 
There came a ghaiſt to Marg'ret's door, 1 


»Twas at the fearful midnight hour, 
There was three ladies in a ha”. - 
The Chevalier, being void of fear, - 
There's ſome ſay that we wan, — 
There gowans are gay, my joy, 1 
The knight flands. in the ſtable door, 


] 

I 

1 

I 

I 

I 
The ſpringtime returns, - I 
The ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, I 
The man wha lues fair nature's charms, © 1 
The collier has a daughter, — 1 
The lawland lads think they are fine, I 
The lawland maids gang trig and fine, 1 
Tho? for ſeven years and mair, I 
"Tis not your beauty nor your wit, I 
The laſt time I came o'er. the muir, I 
Tell me, Hamilla; tell me why, 1 
The morn was fair, ſaft was the air, 1 
The moon had climb'd the higheſt hill, 1 
Tho' beauty like the roſe, - l 
The laſs of Peatie's mill, — I. 
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The pawky auld carle came o'er the lee, 


The maltman comes on Mununday, 
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Twas in the ſeaſon of the year, 2 
'The night her filent ſable wore, 2 
The bonny grey ey'd morn, - 2 
Twas within a mile of Edinburgh town, 2 
There dwall'd a man in Aberdeen, 2 
There's fouth o' braw Jockeys and Jens 

nies, - - - 

There's nought but care on every hand, 


The gypſies came to our lord's gate, 


The meal was dear ſhortſyne, - 
"Tis I have ſeven bra' new gowns, 
The ſhepherd's wife cries o'er the lee, 
There was a jolly miller once, 
The dorty will repent, - - 
The laird wha in riches and honour, 
There was a wife woo'd in a glen, 
Twas early in the morning, a morning of 
May, - - - 
There was a jolly beggar, - 
The carle he came o'er the craft, 
There gaed a fair maid out to walk, 
The country ſwain that haunts the plain, 
There's a farmer near hard by, 
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There dwells a tod on yonder craig, 
Tarry woo, tarry woo, - - 
There was an auld wife had a wee pickle 
tow, - — - 2 
This is no mine ain houſe, - 2 
The widow can bake, — - 2 
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127 
132 
144 
151 
159 
172 
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203 
217 
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The yellow hair'd laddie, - 2 

"Tis nae very lang ſinſyne, - 2 

There was a bonny wee laddie, 2 

The plowman he's a bonny lad, 3 

The tailor came to clout the claſe, 2 

The maid's gane to the mill by night, 2 

There came a young man to my daddie's 
door, - - - 

'There was a ſhepherd's ſon - 

The wren ſhe lyes in care's bed, 

Tibby Fowler o' the glen, - 

Twas ſummer and the day was fair, 

*T'was the ſhinning mid-day hour, 

The ſhepherd Adonis, - - 

"Twas on the morn o' ſweet May day, 

The auld man he courted me, - 

There's cauld kail in Aberdeen, 

To ſpeir my love wi' glances fair, 
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Up amang the clifty rocks, - 2 


W 


Why does your brand ſae drap wi? bluid, 
Willie's rare, and Willie's fair, I 
When Frennet caſtle's ivied wall, 2 
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Wha will bake my bridal bread, I 
When I was in my ſe'enteenth year, I 
When flow'ry meadows deck the year, 1 
What numbers ſhall the muſe repeat, 1 
When ſummer comes, the ſwains on 
Tweed, - = 
When the ſheep are in tha fauld, I 
When innocent paſtime our pleaſures did 
crown, - - - I 
When trees did bud and fields were 
green, - - - I 
With tuneful pipe and hearty glee, I 
Will ye gae to the ewe-bughts, Marion, 1 
Whoe'er beholds my Helen's fall, 1 
Why hangs that cloud upon thy brow, 1 
When Jockey was bleſt with your love, 1 
Whilſt I alone your ſoul poſſeſt, I 
When Phoebus bright the azure ſkies, 1 
While ſome for pleaſure pawn their 
health, - - - I 
Whar hae ye been a' day my boy Tammy, 2 
What beauties does Flora diſcloſe, 2 
With broken words and downcaſt eyes, 2 
When firſt my dear laddie, - 2 
Were I aſſur'd you'll conſtant prove, 2 
Weel I agree, ye're ſure of me, 2 
When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 2 
Wo worth the time and eke the place, 2 
When Meggy and I war acquaint, 2 
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Will ye gang o'er the lea-rig, - 2 

When firſt I came to be a man, 3 Þ 

When I think on my lad, I figh and am 
fad, - - - 

Wha wadna be in love, - - 

When I think on this warld's pelf, 

When we come to London town, 

When I gaed to the mill my lane, 

Where will we get a wife to you, 

Whan I've a ſaxpence under my thumb 

Where wad bonny Annie ly, - 

Willie was a wanton wag, - 

Woo'd and married and a', - 

We're gayly yet, and we're gayly yet, 

When we went to the field of war, 

When the came ben ſhe bobbit, 

When I was a wee thing, - 

Will ye go and marry, Kitty, - 

What though I be a country laſs, 
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Ye Highlands, and ye Lawlands, - 
Ye Sylvian pow'rs that rule the plain, 
Ye gales that gently wave the ſen, 
Ye gods! was Strephon's picture bleſt, 
Ye watchful guardians of the fair, 
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226 
233 
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Young Philander woo'd me lang, 
You meaner beauties of the night, 
Ye blytheſt lads and laſſes gay, 
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